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OVERTURE. 


IE  are  the  sea-waifs  gathered  in  my  strolling 
Along  the  san(l-])aved  beach — 
[duller  shells  of  pearly  clusters  rolling 
Beyond  my  dei)th  and  reach. 


O^have  I  watched  them,  from  dark  caves  emer^ng^ 
s  f  ileam  brightly  and  depart ; 
ile  the  wild  waves  througli  all  my  veins  were  surging 
And  breaking  at  my  heart. 


[  MK)d  in  pleasing  peril,  never  pondering 
[The  way  my  steps  should  go  ; 
[glorious  morn  shone  not  to  guide  my  wandering; 
But  to  import  its  glow. 


le  no  danger  lurked  within  the  ocean 
That  clasped  the  passive  land, 

majesty  in  every  sound  and  motion. 
So  free,  so  strong,  so  grand. 


2 


FRAGMENT. 


What  radiant  dreams  since  then  have  risen  and  {4 

Into  the  mist  of  tears, 
While  the  chill  flood  has  ruthlessly  invaded 

The  swiftly  wasted  years  ! 

Yet  the  first  spell  they  wove  shall  be  unbroken 

Until  my  latest  hour. 
These  carols  are  a  faint  and  fleeting  token 

Of  their  abiding  power. 


FRAGMENT 


OF    A    JUVENILE    ESSAY    IN     VERSE. 


All  things  revolve  with  ceaseless  change 
Throiigli  nature's  teeming,  boundless  range, 

E'er  since  from  eldest  night 
The  fiat  of  the  eternal  mind 
Impressed  chaotic  matter  blind 

With  motion,  form  and  light. 


Adhering  particles  were  mixed 
And  to  their  various  functions  fixed 

Within  the  mighty  scheme. 
Light  poured  its  vitalizing  heat 
Until  creation  was  complete 

And  order  rose  supreme. 


FRAGMENT. 

But  tliougli  the  primal  elements 
In  combinations  rare  anil  dense 

Through  endless  cycles  run, 
No  1  (article  to  all  the  glo])e 
Or  to  its  vast  ethereal  robe 

Has  e'er  been  lost  or  won. 


d 


The  very  essences  that  mould 

( )ur  frames — at  first  inane  and  cold, 

])ispersed  through  air  and  earth,- 
Are  yet  coeval  with  the  sjjhcres 
Whose  chorus  ravished  angel  ears 

With  joy  o'er  nature's  birth. 


Through  rolling  years,  eacli  race  remains, 
But  like  the  summer-ripened  grains, 

The  individuals  pass, 
Dissolved  to  nourish  other  forms 
(Jf  future  life  that  ever  swarms 

From  out  the  general  mass. 


Proof,  too,  that  universal  law 

"Which  overwhelmed  the  sage  with  awe 

Its  secret  to  unfold  ; 
That  marvelous  law  can  thus  alone 
The  worlds,  through  space  eternal  sown, 

In  even  balance  hold. 


FRAGME      '. 

If  but  a  single  atom  lacked, 

The  solar  charm  would,  cease  to  attract 

Our  darkened,  wandering  world  : 
One  atom  more  would  add  a  force 
To  send  this  planet  from  its  course 

To  fiery  ruin  hurled. 


The  changes  palpable  to  sense 
All  furnish  ample  evidence — 

Germ  culminates  in  germ  ; 
The  sea,  the  mist,  the  cloud,  the  rain, 
Are  links  in  observation's  chain 

To  hold  this  doctrine  firm. 


And  is  the  animating  soul. 
With  powers  angelic  at  control. 

Self-bounded  and  distinct  ? 
The  higher  faith  alone  can  see 
"With  all  that's  past,  with  all  to  be 

Its  life  forever  linked. 


) 


^ 


FROIk      THE    SHORE. 


a 


FROM   THE   SHORE. 


The  southern  winds  are  pii)ing  loud, 
All  into  spray  the  breakers  shiver  ; 

Fast  flies,  o'erhead,  the  black-winged  cloud 
Whose  flaming  tongues  in  fury  quiver. 


Yon  cape  that  lifts  it  awful  form. 
So  dreaded  by  the  ocean-ranger, 

Surveys  the  progress  of  the  storm. 
Exulting  in  the  hour  of  danger. 

The  spirit  of  the  rocky  caves 

Where  dark  the  sea-weed  curtain  flutters. 
Now  like  the  ancient  sibyl  raves. 

And  what  mysterious  things  he  utters  ! 


fa 


God  pity  now  the  hampered  ship  ! 

One  fearful  chance  is  open  for  her — 
To  wear  her  canvas,  though  she  dip 

Her  yard-arms  in  the  foamy  horror  ! 


Ah  !  strength  of  soul,  however  grand. 

When  in  our  course,  where  faults  mis-shape  it. 

Whirls  the  dread  vortex  close  at  hand. 
It  bends  us  lowly  to  escape  it. 
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DARK     HOURS. 


DARK    HOURS. 


Oh  dark  is  the  hour 

On  tlie  refugeless  main, 
When  ths  tempost  hatli  })ower 

And  man's  efforts  are  vain  ; 
When  stricken  with  dread 

Are  tlie  strong  and  the  ])rave, 
And  death's  chilly  bed 

Is  the  white-sheeted  wave  ! 

That  hour,  too,  is  dark 

When  within  his  lone  cell 
The  captive  must  hark 

To  the  summoning  knell ; 
When  terror  appears 

Dressetl  in  colors  so  strong, 
That  the  moment  which  nears, 

Seems  to  linger  too  long. 


But  dark  as  the  pall 

Is  that  hour  when  the  heart 
Is  destined,  from  all 

It  had  cherished,  to  part ; 
When  for  hopes  once  in  bloom 

But  now  withered  by  woes, 
The  breast  is  a  tomb 

Yet  without  its  repose  ! 


I 

V. 


THE    VILLAGE     CROSSUS. 


THi:    VILLAGE    CBCESUS. 


To  see  him  you  would  scarcely  think 

He  was  so  very  great, 
Till  you  hear  his  tumid  pockets  clink 

To  his  self-important  gait ; 
Then  other  jjeople's  pockets  shrink 

For  six  months  after  date. 

At  church  what  meekness  does  he  wear  ; 

But  the  home-life  lifts  the  mask  : 
The  family  bihle  on  that  shelf  there — 

On  this,  a  wins     y  llask  ; 
That  closet  used  for  secret  prayer. 

And  this  for  a  smuggled  cask  ! 

But  when  the  village  chapel  swarmed 
With  clergy  and  with  lay, 

We  saw  him  suddenly  transformed 
That  yearly  meeting  day  ; 

His  charities  were  roused  and  warmed 
Like  a  snake  in  the  month  of  May. 


We  saw  him  near  the  altar  stand 

With  penitential  air, 
And  hold  an  offering  in  his  hand 

To  make  the  worldly  stare — 
An  offering  with  this  meek  demand  : 

Five  dollars'  worth  of  prayer  ! 


AT    PHILIPPI. 


Revolting  thought !  i)erlia])s  tho  sum 

In  Hucli  oblation  spent 
Was  the  clear  revenue  of  rum 

All  vitriolod  cent.  i)er  cent ! 
Howe'er  it  be,  it  did  not  come 

A  worse  way  than  it  went. 

I  thought  of  Simon  Magus'  rash 

Yet  similar  desire  ; 
But  I  looked  in  vain  for  the  answering  flasl 

Of  holy,  withering  ire 
Condemning  the  hypocrite  and  his  cash 

To  hell's  eternal  tire. 


AT   PHILIPPI. 


Midnight  in  the  dungeon  grim 
Where  the  i)reachers  of  the  word 

Lay  wttli  heavy-fettered  limb, 

But  their  souls  with  heaven  conferred  ; 

And  the  prayer  and  chanted  hymn 
All  their  fellow-prisoners  heard. 

Hark  !  an  earthquake's  sudden  shocks 
Strike  responsive  to  the  strain. 

And  the  shattered  prison  rocks 
Like  a  wreck  upon  the  main ; 

Broken  are  the  bars  and  locks. 
Rent  from  every  hand  the  chain  ! 


( 


AT    PHILIPPI. 

Wliilo  the  keeper,  wild  with  fears, 
Draws  his  sword  and  hares  his  breast. 

The  apostle's  voice  he  hears. 

Which  liis  rash  arm  does  arrrest. 

Then  y)eforo  them  he  appears 

Trembling  with  this  great  request : 

*^  That  salvation  may  be  mine. 
What,  oh  wliat  must  I  achieve  ? " 

■*'  Grace  shall  be  to  thee  and  thine 
If  on  Christ  thou  dost  believe  !  " 

Thus  the  liberty  divine 

Did  that  captive  soul  receive. 


Ye  wlio  are  as  ca})tives  bound. 

Ye  wliom  doubts  and  fears  enthral, 

iSuch  deliverance  can  be  found 
In  his  might  who  governs  all ; 

8uch  the  grace  that  does  abound 
When  repentant  sinners  call. 
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KHANCEHCO     TO     BIANCA. 


FRAm^ESCO    TO    BIANCA. 


LovEi.Y  Bianca,  my  lu^art's  dearest  troasuro, 
Xevor  again  tliy  swoot  face  sliall  I  see  ; 

Still  my  (lark  thoughts,  in  retracing  lost  pleaaurt 
Wild  tlKHigh  they  wander,  are  faithful  to  thet 

Banished  from  friendship — e'en  pity  denied  ni^ 
Far  from  the  scenes  of  our  former  delight, 

Forests  and  caves  in  their  solitude  hide  me, 
Name,  hopes  and  life  all  have  suttered  one  bli^' 

When  for  thy  favor  my  rival  was  seeking, 
Mine  was  the  ma(^:u!ss  that  brooked  no  contro. 

Blood  is  the  witness — oh,  still  it  seems  reeking 
Red  on  my  blade  as  the  guilt  on  my  soul ! 

Long  to  my  bosom  delight  is  a  stranger, 
Tired  of  my  very  existence  I  grow  ; 

Restless  in  safety  and  reckless  in  danger — 
Death  is  but  cruel  refusing  his  blow. 


Lovely  Bianca,  my  heart's  dearest  treasure, 
Dire  is  the  doom  that  has  fallen  on  me ; 

All  could  1  bear,  but  this  woe  beyond  measure, 
Through  my  own  crime  torn  forever  from  thee ! 


TO    THE     MUM  KM. 
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TO    THE    MUSES. 


Ye  nyinjdis  wlio,  in  olden  tinio,  dwelt 

111  }i  sacred  rec.»;ss  of  the  grove 
On  that  mountain,  ere  yet  you  had  felt 

What  it  is  through  creation  to  rove, 

While  thousands  have  access  so  free 
To  your  jtresence  and  mystical  slirine, 

'Tis  enough  on  an  alien  like  me 

That  your  smiles  intermittently  shine. 

'Tis  enough  that  my  spirit  is  charmed 
liy  the  s|)(!ll  which  they  say  you  prepare, 

And  oft,  as  in  panoj)ly,  armed 
To  comhat  the  (Uunon  of  care. 

Then  I  crave  not  tlie  })olisli  of  art 

Nor  wish  my  rude  num])ers  more  smooth, 

Jf  so  they  hut  lighten  my  heart 

And  its  throbs  of  inc^uietude  soothe. 

Whom  the  walls  of  a  study  immure 

(Jft  utter  your  oracles  deep, 
And  the  less  corai)rehended,  1)6  sure. 

The  fuller  the  credence  they  reap. 

Thus  the  robin's  plain  note  in  the  dell 
May  be  with  indifference  lieard  ; 

But  the  pedant  admires  Philomel, 

Though  he  knows  not  the  song  or  the  bird. 
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TO    THB     MUHEH. 


No  (ilainiH  U)  your  fiivors  I  lay, 

Nor  j(»in  in  your  nuinborlosH  train  ; 

liut  (lostiny  ^iiw.  nio  away 

To  your  transports  of  ploasuro  and  pain 

Klsc  whernforn,  great  nino,  was  I  born 
With  a  lioart  ho  erronoously  j)rou(l, 

That  the  pageant  of  man  it  could  scorn 
Yet  to  feminine  weakness  has  bowed  ? 

Oh  !  the  tutorlesa  fancy  of  youth 
Can  never  be  brought  to  perceive 

Such  attractions  in  wisdom  and  truth 
As  in  you  and  the  daughters  of  Eve. 

Hence  every  wild  impulse  can  urge 
Beyond  reason's  legitimate  ])ound, 

Till  remorse,  with  the  acori)ion-hung  scourf 
Repays  every  joy  with  a  wound. 

For  such  is  the  make  of  tho  wight 

Over  whom  your  strange  witchery  hang' 

He  loses  himself  in  delight 

And  awakes  to  the  keenest  of  pangs. 


Different  passions  within  him  are  stirred 

And  he  readily  yields  to  their  force  ; 
So  betwixt  the  sublime  and  absurd 
He  makes  but  a  devious  course. 


TUB    MOTIIRR-HrEECH. 

Tilt'  wise  oiu'H,  with  jiulgiiH'iit  Jiinirts, 
Still  dvvm  his  iinprtuoUH  soul 

Mi^,'ht  hask  in  the.  iinMUihcmmH  of  bliss 
Suhiiiitting  to  cautious  control. 
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Hut  his  hcing  thov  cannot  iniprovo 
liv  i»ru(lcncc!  that  calculatos  slow. 

Should  the  comet  all  slu|^%'ishly  move, 
'TwouKl  diminish  its  luminous  glow. 


THE   MOTHER-SPEECH. 


Native  language,  mother  tongue, 
Gently  spoken,  sweetly  sung, 

Hallowed  memories  endear  it 
Till,  like  some  aerial  tone 

From  the  seraph-land,  we  hear  it 
In  the  desert  and  alone. 


Sad  the  mind  is  and  confused 
Where  a  foreign  tongue  is  used, 

Whicli  we  too  must  join  in  speaking 
V/ith  the  carefulness  of  art 

And  the  weariness  of  seeking 
Words  that  dwell  not  in  the  heart. 


14  SPERANZA. 

Hear  tlie  stately  Roman  speak, 
Hear  the  strong,  sonorous  Greek, 

Like  the  storm-flood  rush  and  tumble  ; 
Hear  the  Tuscan's  dulcet  tide  ; 

Let  the  German  torrent  ruml)le 
And  the  smooth  Castilian  glide  ; 


Bei 


Let  the  Frankish  step  with  grace, 
In  a  quick  but  even  pace  ; 

And  the  studious  ear  may  listen 
Captivated  for  an  hour  ; 

But  the  eye  through  life  must  glisten 
At  one  home  word's  sacred  power. 


I     I' 


SPERANZA. 


Her  face  has  the  radiance  of  dreams  xmsxwx. 
Like  that  of  an  infant  newly  woke ; 

Men  call  her  Speranza  in  that  sweet  tongue 
Which  Beatrice  in  Heaven  spoke. 


Less  frequently,  as  the  year  roll  on, 

Have  her  visits  been, — but  the  verv  tear 

Which  mourns  her  now  as  forever  gone 
Is  the  secret  gem  that  draws  her  near. 


THE    STORM. 
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THE   STORM. 


I. 

Bevond  the  confines  of  the  west 

The  day's  last  traces  flee. 
All  earth  is  lying  with  stirless  breast 

As  in  dire  expectancy. 

Deep  Micnce  broods  o'er  the  lonely  hills 

And  o'er  the  snow-clad  plains. 
The  sun  has  sunk,  but  his  pathway  fills 
With  the  hue  of  the  tide  that  battle  spills 
From  an  army's  burning  veins  ! 

II. 

Though  no  white  waves  assail  the  shore. 

And  no  rude  gust  sweeps  by, 
Yet  a  look  more  boding  never  wore 

The  ocean  and  the  sky. 

The  night  draws  on  but  it  does  not  bring 

The  promise  of  repose  ; 
It  seems  to  spread  its  sable  wing 
Like  the  prophet's  malison  hovering 

In  the  clouds  where  Babel  rose. 


1  on, 

he  verv  tear  I 
ver  gone 
her  near. 


III. 


Far  other  events  than  the  elements 
About  to  wreak  their  rage 

With  all  its  wasteful  consequence 
These  omens  do  presage. 
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SONG. 


Avert  thine  eye  from  the  signs  on  high 
And  say,  dost  thou  nut  discern 

That  we  soon  must  wage  with  a  foe  mahgt 
A  conflict  still  more  stern  ? 


There  shall  wailing  be  where  once  was  glee" 
But  the  right  shall  win  at  last 

And  peaceful  thrive,  as  the  fields  revive 
When  the  storm  is  overpast. 


SONG. 


Through  all  the  woods  the  robins  sing 
Their  madrigals  to  soft-eyed  spring, 
While  gentle  evening  comes  to  fling 

Her  eastward-reaching  shadows. 

The  herds  returning  often  stop 
The  young  and  tender  blade  to  crop, 
All  gemmed  with  many  a  pearly  drop. 
Along  the  quiet  meadows. 

Come,  dearest,  let  us  forth  to  share 
The  pleasant  time  ;  this  balmy  air 
Can  kiss  no  other  brow  as  fair 
As  that  I  am  beholding. 

And  see,  how  even  the  loveliest  flower 
That  shelters  in  your  garden  bower, 
Abashed  at  beauty's  richer  dower, 

Its  blushing  sweets  is  folding. 


m 
m 


TO    J.     ATKINSON. 
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Again  tlie  sun's  obliquest  ray 

To  nine  dull  hours  restricts  tlie  day  ; 

And  earth  is  white  and  heaven  is  gray, 

While  gloomy  trees 
Shudder  and  wring  their  hands  and  pray 

On  bended  knees. 

And  still  I  tread  the  humble  round 

That  chillier  deeps  than  snow-drifts  bound  ; 

And  though  some  pleasure  I  have  found 

To  cheer  existence, 
The  famous  fairy-haunted  ground 

Still  keeps  its  distance. 

When  first  in  life's  bright  morning  seen, 
The  future  flaunts  in  heavenly  sheen  ; 
iiut,  when  arrived  at  grave  nineteen, 

W(^  sadly  miss  its 
Delights,  or  find  them  far  between, 

Like  angels'  visits. 

Yet  'tis  not  all  a  dull  surrounding ; 

I  he?r  the  surf  its  onset  sounding, 

I  see  the  storm's  fierce  front  confounding 

Sea,  sky  and  land, 

And  all  the;  while  my  heart  is  bounding 

To  measures  grand. 
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18  TO     J.     ATKINSON. 

Tlien  every  legend,  every  lay, 
Learned  in  some  lon<,'-f<)rgotten  day. 
Gleams  on  me,  as  the  sudden  ray 

Amid  the  storm 
Paints  on  the  heaven-as[)iring  spray 

The  raini)o\v's  form. 


But  most  unhai>i)y  of  his  kind 
Is  he  whose  ever-roving  mind. 
Impatient  jmrer  l)liss  to  tind, 

With  fiery  lleetness 
Still  rushes  on  and  leaves  hehind 

Untasted  sweetness. 


His  breast  is  in  chaotie  state 

Where  hope  and  fear  aiid  love  and  hate 

Alternately  pre})onderate 

And  wisdom  fails. 
Withholding,  hut  not  wanting,  weight 

To  right  the  scales. 


As  well  the  traveller  might  slake 
His  thirst  at  the  Asphaltic  Lake, 
As  one  of  such  peculiar  make 

Could  satisfy 
His  soul  with  what  men  scrape  and  rake 

And  sell  and  l)uy. 

I  love  the  girls,  I  love  a  song, 

I  hope  I'm  right,  yet  feai  I'm  wrong, 


*  (( 


TO     J.     ATKINSON. 
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And  wlion  the  gossips  censure  strong 

My  inrlination, 
I  hate  and  scout  the  vulgar  throng 

In  style  Horatian.* 

Their  precepts  1  would  fain  o])cy 
Whos<'  twilight  heads  are  cool  and  gray, 
I>ut  dazzling  follies  round  nni  i)lay 

And  fire  my  veins, 
Then  resolution  all  gives  way 

And  passion  reigns. 

Yet  oft  I  take  a  view  sul)linie 

Of  that  Lethean  gulf-stream,  time  ; 

And  feel  convinced  no  greater  crime 

Than  mere  neglect 
Will  drift  us  to  the  torrid  clime 

That  few  expect. 

Ah  !  vouth  and  vigor  wane  and  dwindle 
Till  love  no  more  its  tl.une  can  kindle, 
And  life  is  one  inglorious  swindle, 

Or  with  slv  tread 
Conies  death,  and  from  the  half-run  spindle 

Cuts  oti'  the  thread. 

The  high,  the  low,  the  grave,  the  gay 
Make  up  their  quotas  of  his  prey  ; 
Unlike  some  statesmen  of  our  day 

I  could  describe, 
You  cannot  turn  him  any  way 

By  dint  of  ])ril)e. 


)ng, 


*  (( 


Odi  profanum  vulgus  et  arceo." — Horace.. 
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TO     J.     ATKINSON. 


iJivinos  ar(^  often  wont  to  treat 
Of  lif(!  as  frail,  and  time  as  fle(;t, 
To  make  the  sensual  sinner  meet 

F'or  saving  grace  ; 
But  here's  a  metaphor  complete 

In  shorter  space  : 

Life  is  a  sort  of  fastmiing 

To  time  that,  ever  on  the  wing, 

Draws  through  slack  hands  the  slender  string 

Till  all  is  gone. 
Then  off  they  drop  without  a  thing 

To  rest  ujton. 

They  only  are  the  truly  wise 
Who  bind  the  moment  as  it  flies 
To  some  beneficent  emprise  ; 

The  elevation, 
Which  they  at  length  attain,  defies 

All  gravitation. 

The  greatest  prudence  I  have  shown 
Is  just  to  i)uri)ose  and  })Osti)one  ; 
Though  in  my  tem|)erament  were  sown 

Some  virtuous  seeds. 
The  field  is  rankly  overgrown 

With  flowering  weeds. 

But  latterly  I  have  begun 

To  get  the  pruning  process  done  ; 

And  gentle  showers  and  genial  sun 

May  yet  mature 
The  fruits  and  in  the  lengthy  run 

Good  crops  secure. 


TO     J.     ATKINSON. 

My  tedious  daily  routino  o'er, 
The  mines  of  knowledge  I  exj)lore, 
But  still,  in  balancing  my  store 

Of  tliat  material, 
I  find  it  as  it  was  before  — 

Somewhat  ethereal. 
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As  duty  bids,  not  taste  in(!lines, 
I  trace  the  geometric  lines. 
Or  con  the  algebraic  signs. 

Though  here,  the  will — 
As  that  pedantic  ])hrase  defines- 

Is  minus  still. 
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For  me  the  sciences  abstruse 
Possess  small  pleasure  and  less  use. 
Can  sentiment  delight  to  cruise 

The  bridge  of  asses, f 
Or  angle  and  hypotenuse 

Help  scale  ParnassTis  ? 

With  far  more  ardor  I  engage 
In  learning  from  the  classic  page 
How  poet,  orator  and  sage 

Sang,  spake  and  taught. 
Or  how,  with  jjatriotic  rage. 

Stern  valor  fought. 


t  Pons  Asivornm,  the  name  facetiously  given  to  the  fifth 
roposition  of  Euclid. 


22  NEW   year's   morning^    1878. 

The  tinsel  trickery  tliat  adorns 
Most  motlern  lays  my  spirit  s(;orns. 
They  either  sound  like  dinner-horns 

Or  iK'iiny  whistles. 
Well,  j^'rajies  will  never  ^'row  on  thorns, 

Nor  ligs  on  thistles. 


NEW  YEAR'S  MOBNING,  1878. 


A  ROYAii  greeting  to  Seventy -eight, 
As  he  niiirches  through  the  eastern  gate, 
In  his  ruffled  ])ut  staiidess  robe  of  state 
With  icicles  bestudded. 

The  sceptre  is  not  yet  in  his  hand  : 
Pray  Heaven  it  may  not  be  more  grand 
Than  just  a  simple  olive  wand 

For  peace  and  jdenty  budded. 

We  have  longed  for  the  regimen  to  shift, 
The  old  year's  burdens  were  hard  to  lift ; 
May  the  new  have  blessings  in  his  gift 
For  general  distribution  ; 

But  whether  he  carry  our  wishes  out. 
Give  him  the  benefit  of  the  doubt 
And  welcome  the  reign  that  is  brought  aboui 
By  a  bloodless  revglution. 
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A     CHAllAfiKR. 
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.4  CHAHACTEE. 
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iLTHoUGii  he  could  not  learn  the  common  art 
Vhich  sets  the  speech  at  variance  with  the  heart, 
S'e'er  to  the  crowd  his  inner  life  was  shown, 
'or  was  lie  to  himself  entirely  known  ; 
'et  never  mortal,  hy  the  vulgar  touch, 
^as  swayed,  hy  turns,  so  little  and  so  much, 
[n  keenest  sympathy,  e'en  from  his  l)irth, 
''ith  each  vicissitude  of  sky  and  earth, 
jNo  fixed  condition  long  his  taste  could  please, 
Fie  courted  turmoil,  while  he  sighed  for  ease ; 
[And  hope,  the  dove,  to  him  seemed  never  dear, 
[Save  when  she  fluttered  in  the  (daws  of  fear. 
[His  mind,  with  all  the  Meeds  of  fancy  filled, 
(Was  harrowed  deej)  enough,  hut  never  tilled. 
[His  natural  diffidence  oft  galled  him  sore. 
His  forced  audacity  galled  others  more. 
Active  in  sport,  in  lahor  indolent, 
I  He  knew  each  phase  of  feeling  save  content. 
[Plain  facts  he  missed,  the  latent  he  perceived, 
I  And  trusted  most,  where  most  men  disbelieved. 
So  in  his  wildest  or  his  tamest  guise 
He  was  a  i)aradox  to  good  men's  eyes. 
Unfitted  for  ol)edience  or  command, — 
A  j)easant's  figure,  a  patrician  hand, 
Midway  between  a  gentleman  and  boor. 
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MAJOR     BHAV. 


MAJOR    BRAY, 


OF     THE     COUNTY      MILITIA. 


'Tis  till'  (lay  of  tlie  drill  and  the  ranks  soon  fill 
With  the  vory  Howor  oi  th-.^  nation. 

But  the  bloodless  j)lain  for  this  eanipaigu 
Is  soniel)ody's  turnip  plantation. 

But  look  at  the  man  who  leads  the  v^an, 

An  oltjeet  to  eause  refl(»ctions; 
He  is  major-in-ehief  ))y  right  of  a  leaf 

Which  he  got  from  th«;  book  of  directions. 

He  shows  more  skill  in  militia  drill 
Than  in  other  dei)artments  of  labor  ; 

Though  his  hands  were  made  for  wielding  the  spii 
Or  anything  else  but  a  sabre  ! 


Yet  when  he  is  clad  in  warlike  red 
With  a  ])orrowed  horse  to  ride  on, 

He  would  easily  pass  as  did  the  ass 
That  put  the  lion's  liido  on. 
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THE    MAJORS    MONOLOOUE. 
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At  your  service  and  the  nation's, 
I'm  tlie  gallant  Major  Hray, 

With  niy  uniform  ant!  rations 
And  my  fifty  cents  a  day. 

"War's  a  glorious  profession 

For  a  gentleman  to  fill. 
Plying  it  without  transgression 

Of  the  law,  Thou  shalt  not  kill ! 

I  was  made  exjn'essly  for  it 
By  my  ])earing  and  my  voice  ; 

Mere  civilians  may  al)hor  it. 

Making  sluggish  life  tlieir  choice. 

In  a  dozen  years  of  drilling 
I  have  learned  upon  parade 

All  its  arts,  except  the  killing — 
Not  essential  to  the  trade. 


But  my  maiden  sword  I  brandish 

And  such  antics  I  perform, 
I  would  like  to  see  the  Standish'*'' 

That  I  could  not  take  by  storm  ! 

Presumably  Miles  StanJish,  the  hero  of  Plymouth. 


20  iHE   majok's   monologue. 

Kvcu  iu»w  mv  )>rav('rv's  noted  ; 

Kvcrvlxfdv  looks  at  mo  ; 
I'm  tln'  only  soldier-coated 

Man  in  all  our  eompany. 


V 
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r>u 


IIannil)al  and  Alexander  ! 

r  jx'rhaps  mi^dit  rival  yon, 
Hnt  the  modern  tongne  of  slander 

Will  not  give  a  man  his  due. 


Y( 
If, 


When  we  march  through  country  places, 

'Tis  a  glorious  sight  to  see 
Windows  lined  with  pretty  faces 

Smiling  loyally  on  me. 

Then  to  think  how  such  sweet  glances 

(Jf  fair  lady  on  her  knight 
Used  to  shiver  helms  and  lances, 
Make3  me  hanker  for  a  tight. 

Then  if  trumpets  loud  were  braying 

I  could  raise  as  wild  a  din. 
If  some  shot,  too  widely  straying, 

Might  not  chance  to  graze  my  skin. 


With  your  corse  the  ground  to  measure 
Where  the  leaden  hail  flies  favSt, 

Is,  no  doubt,  a  thrilling  pleasure 
That  is  far  too  good  to  last. 


h:. 
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For  _\<>ur  country  nohly  'lyin^ 
Talk«<l  all* tilt  is  very  w'wv  ; 

Hut  this  fact  is  j»ast  thuiyiu^' : 
No  one  ran  enjoy  it  twice  ! 
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Vet  in  s|»it«=  of  tliis  niis^'iving, 
])eatli  would  never  me  appal, 

If,  thereafter,  to  the  living 
I  (.'ould  Itoast  ahout  my  full. 


•y  places, 


1  liavc  liad  a  thousand  fancies 

Of  adventure;  and  escape. 
And  have  stood  some  narrow  chances 

From  the  canister  and  grai)e. 


:lances 


And  if  things  go  on  in  quiet, 

If  no  accident  occurs 
Like  rebellion,  raid  or  riot, 

I  am  bound  to  win  my  spurs. 


ing 


skin. 


Without  getting  gashed  and  gory 
1  can  ])e  a  son  of  Mars  ; 

(Jive  me  gold  and  gin  and  glory 
And  the  devil  take  the  scars  ! 


easure 
t, 
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THE     GARLAND. 


THE   GARLAND. 


Come  teach  me  now  some  dainty  song, 
Ye  little  Sylphids  that  ])resi(le 

The  summer  long 
Over  the  garden's  floral  pride 
And  dress  the  earth  as  Phoebus'  bride. 

As  softly  as  the  enamored  south 
Lisps  to  the  rose  in  sunlight  clear, 

Frame  to  my  mouth 
Some  carol  lit  for  Jennie's  ear 
And  sweet,  like  her,  and  all  sincere. 

Oh  could  she  know  how  oft  I  lift 
Up  to  my  lips  this  flowery  band — 

Her  treasured  gift — 
Then  she  my  heart  might  understand. 
As  I,  the  sweetness  of  her  hand  ! 

What  matter  if  these  woven  flowers, 
With  all  my  care,  can  oidy  live 

A  few  brief  hours  1 
Yet  to  my  inmost  soul  they  give 
A  bloom  that  is  not  fugitive. 

They  promise  with  their  dying  breatli 

That  when  the  north  winds,  rudely  bleak. 

Have  done  to  death 
Their  frail  companions,  I  may  seek 
More  lasting  ones  upon  her  cheek. 
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FAREWELL. 


song, 


WRITTEN    IN    A    COPY    OV    CHAMBERS     EUCLID. 


is'  bride. 


lear, 


[Euclid,  farewell !  our  acquaintance  was  brief. 
Wiipart  not  in  anger,  we  ])art  not  in  grief  ; 
Naj|,  justice  compels  nie  to  say,  as  we  part, 

%  were  dear  to  my  patience,  if  not  to  my  heart. 


ncere. 


d— 


I  iivcrc  you  as  much  as  my  youth  will  permit, 
JSTcl  doubt  anything  save  your  aid  to  our  wdt, 
Foi  I  think  from  the  day-star  of  nations  there  shines 
A  4ir  better  method  of  dealing  with  lines. 


rstand, 

i! 


rs. 


ly  treat  of  the  ujwiyht,  the  mea7i,  and  the  base  ? 

ly  life  affords  almost  a  parallel  case  : 
minus  the  first,  plus  the  foolish  and  vain, 
mankind  is  geometry,  rather  more  plain  ! 
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A     MOCK     MONODY. 


TO    A    FLATTEREB. 


Reserve  tliat  soft  phrase  for  some  timelier  use. 

Let  (jaiidor  inform  you  it  vexes  me  less 
To  suffer  a  volley  of  causeless  abuse 

Thau  be  lauded  for  virtues  I  do  not  possess. 

There  is  full-blooded  vice,  there  is  hollow-souled  si, 
And  the  first  is  more  worthy  of  honest  esteem. 

My  destiny  is  to  be  just  what  I  am, 

And  yours  to  be  all  things  but  what  you  would  st- 


A    MOCK    MONODY. 


o» 


Death,  the  prayer  of  hundreds  granting. 

Did  one  errand  to  a  charm  ; 
And  the  dirge  it  set  us  chanting 

Sounded  like  a  fire-alarm. 


Then  the  sexton,  red  and  panting. 
With  his  spade  upon  his  arm, 

Came  and  did  the  best  day's  planting 
Ever  done  on  Adam's  farm  ! 
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TO    J.    ATKINSON. 
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teller  use. 
ess 

possess. 
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Jst  esteem. 

^ou  would  se- 


[iting, 
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patliways  at  lengtli  have  begun  to  diverge, 
|o  fortune  capricious  is  pleased  to  ordain  ; 

till  L(?tlie\-,  dark  waters  existence  submerge 
|hall  our  souls  in  the  union  of  friendship  remain. 

liider,  as  'twere,  from  the  bad  to  the  worse 
hi  a  desert  with  scarce  an  oasis  in  sigiit. 

I  cannot  com])lain  of  a  heavy  reverse, 
For  my  earthly  i;ossessions  are  notably  light. 

sdom  dignifies  neither  my  actions  nor  looks  ; 

''or  a  hermit,  perha]  s,  I  am  wholly  too  young ; 
a  series  of  lessons,  not  found  in  the  books, 
aK'jis  more  busy  my  thought  and  more  silent  my 
tongue. 

jhat  freshness  of  spirit,  vivacious  and  bold, 
Then  we  aim  at  the  height,  disregarding  the  mean  ! 

to\\\(\  give,  if  I  had  it,  some  thousands  of  gold, 
lot  to  be  what  I  hoped  for,  but  what  I  have  been. 

itentment  smiled  on  us  without  being  sought, 

maid  by  a  passionate  suit  never  won  ; 
need  was  there  then  for  distracting  the  thought 
^his  thing  to  attain  and  the  other  to  shun. 

hearts  were  untainted,  our  heads  were  unschooled 
)ur  minds  no  rich-freighted  idea  could  float ; 

a  few  people's  conscience  we  rigidly  ruled 
5y  the  law  of  the  mischievous  stanzas  we  wrote. 
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TO    J.     ATKINSON. 


Yet  joys  more  enduring  oft  liallowed  those  hours 
When  mirth  in  the  laj)  of  reflection  was  lulled, 

And,  revering,  we  bent  o'er  those  perishless  flowers 
That  spirit  aspiring  from  Paradise  culled. 


ras  nni 
was  1 
)r(»l)ati( 
the 


Or  we  gloried  with  liim*  whose  Promethean  fire 
But  dazzled  the  more  that  its  altar  was  dark  ; 

At  whom,  after  basely  j)rovoking  his  ire, 

The  whole  pack  of  critics  no  longer  durst  bark. 


S' 


such 
r  leif 
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That  till 


Not  to  questions  of  morals  our  thoughts  we  confine' 
Nor  measured  his  lino;  with  mechanical  scan. 

But  we  soared  on  the  pinions  sublime  of  his  mind,  Fof,  nicniu 
And  admiring  the  poet,  lost  sight  of  the  man.  4-^ises  fi 

IS,  a  sk 

Through  the  small  but  choice  list  of  illustrious  nan  | 
The  grave  and  the  tender  engaged  us  by  turns ; 

But  the  strongest  and  far  the  most  permanent  ck  ^ 
On  our  sympathy  came  from  the  genius  of  Burih 


His  songs  that  so  lively  a  pleasure  impart 
Show  nature  in  simplest  yet  fairest  attire. 

More  pleasing  indeed  from  the  absence  of  art 
For  man  teaches  not  what  the  heavens  inspire. 

Then  our  fi^st  chanted  rhymes,  rather  warm,  I  conft|| 
Came  out  with  a  promise  that  very  soon  fades ; 

Because  of  their  peasant-like  manner  and  dress 
Tliev  flourished  and  died  in  their  own  native  shaii 

*  Byron. 
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ras  much  that  a  village  our  works  should  discuss, 

was  iiior(^  that  some  persons  detested  the  sound  ; 
j)r()l)ation  was  never  so  pleasant  to  us 

the  anger  which  showed  that  our  satire  could 

[wound. 

such  the  amusenu^nts  that  managed  to  steal 
fur  leisure,  then  deemed  at  a  trival  cost  ; 
I,  indeed,  there  are  times  even  now  when  I  feel 
That  the  moments  so  spent  were  not  utterly  lost, 

memory  glowing,  eatdi  juvenile  whim 
:ises  from  sejuiing  ol)livion  once  more. 
5,  a  sketch  on  a  slate  may  in  coldness  grow  dim, 
[ut  the  warmth  reproduces  it  plain  as  before. 

out  of  this  madness  some  method  may  rise, 
[ome  figures  that  strike,   though  not  long  to  exist,, 
the  tempest  piles  up  cloudy  towers  in  the  skies 
fhat  in  a  dead  calm  would  have  settled  in  mist. 


''i'M 
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A    BECOLLECTION. 


O'er  the  white  w.aste  of  drifted  sands  unstaWe 

We  climbed  the  sedgy  uuiie, 
Where,  like  a  sleeping  giant,  old  Cai)e  Sable 

Basked  at  the  feet  of  June. 

Beneath  the  summer  noon,  the  shore-birds  twitter^r! 

Around  in  glancing  Hocks, 
And,  like  a  fair  display  of  jewels,  glittered 

The  foam-bells  on  the  rocks. 


Deep  peace  was  in  the  air  and  on  the  billows, 

That  in  smooth  slumber  lay. 
Or  gently  tossed  ujjon  their  sandy  pillows 

As  infants  wake  to  play. 

The  breeze  moved  landward,  scarcely  felt  in  blowL; 

But  such  the  Usher  hails 
With  joy  when,  after  weary  hours  of  rowing, 

It  swells  his  spriited  sails. 

The  brave  flotilla  then  like  snowy  sprinkles 

Far  outward  we  could  trace  ; 
The  sight  was  fair  'nd  seemed  to  have  smoothed  i 

From  out  old  ocean's  face.  [wrinkles 

No  envious  shadow  on  the  flood  descended ; 

Unflecked,  the  sky's  broad  sweep 
In  silent  grandeur  with  th'  horizon  blended. 

Deep  calling  unto  deep. 


80NG. 


35 


stable 
nible 

irds  twitter- 
ed 

Hows, 

vs 


L|  every  shadcnv  from  my  life  retreating, 

>ft  f'-ee  the  [)laeid  mind  ; 
le  finite  with  the  infinite  was  meeting 
lUndimmed  and  unconfined. 


)\v  many  times  my  eager  gaze  had  rested 
[upon  that  sea  and  shore  ; 

it  never,  never  had  they  been  invested 
IWith  such  a  charm  before. 

lev  wear  it  still  in  calm  ideal  i  erfection, 
jThough  years  since  then  have  flown  : 
lat  summer  day's  unclouded  recollection 
SShall  ever  be  my  own. 


it  in  l)lo\vi;.  J 
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'TwAS  night,  .md  all  was  still,  exoei)t 

The  flow  of  the  summer  sea  ; 
Love's  star  alone  its  vigil  kei)t 
And  where  the  folded  flow'rets  slept 
It  led  my  way  to  thee. 

Our  meeting  lips  and  mutual  eyes 

Drank  glowing  blisses  there  ; 
And  full  of  questions  and  rej)lies 
Of  tenderest  import  were  the  sighs 
That  charmed  the  dewy  air. 
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And  now  'tis  niglit :  the  sky  iiiTaycd 

With  many  a  hrilliant  star 
Han«^s  o'er  nie  lik(;  iin  encUess  sliade 
As  if  the  inorninf(  were  delayed 

With  love  and  thee — afar. 

Those  lights  that  play  o'er  the  glassy  tide 

From  angel-])o\vers  may  he  ; 
Not  one  of  them  my  steps  shall  guide, 
But  the  thought  of  a  distant  green  hill-side 

Is  a  ghost  that  follows  me. 


JOHN    THE    SOLDIER. 

A    MEDIAEVAL    SPANISH    LEGEND. 

In  Andalusia  lived  a  youtli, 
Some  half-score  centuries  since, 

Descended,  so  tradition  said, 
From  some  old  Gothic  i)rince, 

As  plainly  did  his  noble  form 
And  gallant  soul  evince. 


His  real  name  I  hide,  because 
From  modern  tongue  'tis  gone'; 

To  speak  it  right  would  set  one's  jaws 
Between  a  gasp  and  yawn  ; 

A  Celto-Gothic  name  it  was, 
But  we  \vill  call  him  John. 


JOHN     THE     SOLDIER. 

Xo  title  or  estato  liad  ho  ; 

His  patrimonial  ri<^Mit 
By  tho  iiivadin*;  SaiMccii 

Had  l)('(Mi  swept  out  of  sight  ; 
And  so,  as  duty  hound,  he   went 

His  country's  foes  to  Hght. 
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Tlu^'e  long  he  served  and  well  he  fought 

On  many  a  ])loody  field. 
And  with  his  good  two-handed  sword 

Which  none  so  well  could  wield. 
He  mowed  through  many  a  l*aynini  horde, 

Through  turljan,  motjn''*"  and  shield. 

But  when  two  dozen  years  had  past, 

The  soldier  sought  to  lay 
His  arms  aside  and  live  in  peace  ; 

But  judge  of  his  dismay, 
When  six})ence  and  a  loaf  of  bread 

Was  all  he  got  for  })ay  ! 


They  would  no ,  hear  his  plen  o<:  all, — 

'Twas  useless  to  insist  ; 
Pablo  la  Mierda  (Miser  Paul) 

Controlled  the  pension  list, 
And  S(pieezed  the  shape  from  every  coin 

On  which  he  closed  his  Hst. 

The  crescent,  or  new  moon,  the  Mushm  standard. 
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Of  all  the  cuts  the  soldier  knew 
Tliis  was  the  most  unkind, 

And  for  a  certain  time  he  felt 
To  mutiny  inclined  ; 

But  as  he  reasoned  with  himself, 
These  thoughts  rose  in  his  mind  : 

**  Carajo  !  what  am  I  to  do  ? 

I've  always  shunned  disgrace. 
But  danger  never  ;  as  for  death, 

I've  dared  him  to  his  face. 
But  now  to  die  for  lack  of  food 

Would  be  a  i>iteous  case. 

"  But  all  my  life  I've  hated  care. 
Just  as  a  soldier  should  ; 

And  now,  to  give  up  to  despair 
Would  surely  do  no  good, 

'T would  only  help  to  vex  the  brain, 
And  over-heat  the  blood." 

Then  merrily  he  marched  along 

Unmindful  of  his  lack, 
Chanting  a  Saturnalian  song, 

And  with  his  haversack — 
All  empty — strapped,  as  was  his  wont 

On  service,  to  his  back. 

At  length  he  met  a  holy  friar. 

In  whose  apostleship 
One  sacred  precept  was  observed  ; 

He'd  neither  purse  nor  scrip. 
And  he  declared  that  for  a  week 

No  food  had  passed  his  lip. 
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"Por  DioH  !"  the  son  of  Mara  roplied, 

"  'Tis  little  r  vixn  give  ; 
For  all  tlM'  tiiiio  I  sorvcd  my  king, 

Your  reverence  must  believe, 
A  sixix'uce  and  this  loaf  of  bread 

Were  all  I  did  receive. 

"But,  sir,  it  is  the  soldier's  pride 

To  give  to  those  in  need. 
Here's  half  my  rations  ;  so  farewell, 

And  gaily  may  you  feed." 
The  friar  received  the  food  with  thanks, 

And  started  to  proceed. 

But  scarcely  had  he  vanislied,  when 

Again  he  showed  his  nose. 
And  finished  up  a  lengthy  talc 

Of  poverty  and  woes 
By  begging  for  a  little  cash 

To  buy  him  shoes  and  clothes. 

The  soldier  did  not  hesitate, 

Nor  say  with  lengthened  face 
That  he  must  first  investigate 

The  merits  of  tlie  case. 
He  pulled  liis  sorry  six'^ence  straight 

From  out  its  hiding-} >Iace. 

"  Xow,"  said  the  friar,  "  my  Christian  friend, 

If  anything  you  want. 
Ask  it  of  me — wliate'er  it  be 

I  have  the  power  to  grant. 
For  having  served  the  king  so  long, 

Your  recompense  is  scant." 
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"  Then  f^'rant  nic,  sir,"  tlic  Vftcrau  Hai<l, 
"Tliat  I  may  liav(5  tin*  knack 

To  make  tlie  tliinj^'s  I  wish  for,  come 
Into  my  liavcrsack." 

*' St-a  liccho,"  said  tlic  mcntlicant  ; 
*'  Vou  novcr  mon!  sliall  lacik." 

T\w  soldier  tli(!n  resumed  his  march 

And  traveUed  very  fast. 
Footsore  and  mucli  fatigued,  lie  reaelied 

A  litth;  town  at  last. 
As  he  was  entering;  into  it, 

A  l)aker's  shop  lie  jtassed. 

He  saw  a^fainst  the  M'ind<»w  })laced, 

En  many  a  temptinif  row. 
Coiled  sausages  and  spongy  rolls 

As  white  as  drifting  snow. 
*'  Into  my  haversack,"  he  eried, 

And  into  it  they  go  ! 

Kl  Panadero,  hadly  scared 
By  such  miraculous  deeds, 

Having  a  long  time  hlankly  stared, 
Began  to  tell  his  heads. 

Meanwhile  the  soldier  calmly  fared 
Ui)on  the  ])est  of  feeds. 

Then  at  th'  alcalde's  office  next 

Himself  he  did  present, 
AVith  a  hrief  story  as  to  how 

His  lustiest  years  were  spent, 
Concluding  with  the  mild  request 

For  lodgings  free  of  rent. 


JOHN     TIIK     S(U,IUKIl. 

Th'  alciiMc  told  him,  from  ilic  town 

A  short  way,  h<'  wouM  timl 
A  house  uno('('ii|)i<Ml,  Imt  stored 

With  thiiif^'s  of  every  kind, 
And  he  miglit  take  up  ([uarters  there, 

If  lie  was  so  inelined. 

"  ]iut,"  added  he,  "  its  owner,  who 
Unlxjunded  wealth  did  boast. 

Died  suddenly,  lu^fore  the  priest 
Couhl  elevate  tlie  host ; 

Now  no  one  dares  a])j  (roach  the  j>lace, 
'Tis  haunted  l)y  his  ghost." 

The  soldier  waiteti  for  no  more, 
And  soon  the  hou^e  he  found — 

Cellar  and  lanhT  flowing  o'er, 
An  orang(!  grove  around  ; 

Each  branch  ])eneath  its  golden  store 
Was  bending  to  tlie  ground. 

He  i)iled  the  graj)es  upon  the  board 

In  many  a  hiscious  bunch  ; 
And  from  the  cellar's  various  hoard 

He  drew,  for  mixing  punch  ; 
Then  uj)  the  flue  the  l)right  flames  roared 

To  warm  a  little  lunch. 

But  scarcely  had  the  (iheciry  blaze 

Upon  his  features  shone, 
When  up  the  chimney's  sooty  maze 

Was  heard  a  gurgling  groan. 
And  "  May  I  fall  ?"  a  voice  exclaimed 

In  no  melodious  tone. 
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"  Fall,  if  you  like,"  the  soldier  said^ 

"  'Twill  jar  me  not  a  i)eg  !" 
But  as  he  stretched  his  hand  again 

To  tip  the  genial  keg, 
Grandios  !  beside  him  on  the  hearth 

There  fell  a  human  leg  ! 

At  this  the  honest  soldier's  hair 

Began  to  stand  ui)right ; 
He  felt  the  shadow  of  a  fear, 

In  truth,  as  well  he  might — 
A  fear  which  loosened  not  his  joints^ 

For  he  was  rather  tight. 

And  soon  there  fell  another  leg. 

The  former  one  to  meet ; 
Next  came  the  body,  then  the  head,. 

Then  all  the  limbs  complete  ; 
The  total  took  a  ghostly  shape 

That  rose  upon  its  feet. 

Awhile  the  apparition  glared 

As  silent  as  the  grave  ; 
Then,  as  if  satisfied  at  length, 

A  s{)ectral  smile  he  gave. 
And  muttered  in  metallic  voice, 

"  I  see  that  thou  art  brave  !" 

"  My  courage,"  answered  John,  "  I've  proved 

In  many  a  desperate  scene  ; 
Who  buys  it  for  a  sixpence  now 

Gets  sold  himself,  I  ween." 
"  Thou  served'st  the  king,"  the  spectre  groaned! 

"  He  served  thee — devilish  mean !" 
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"  But  follow  me  ami  thou  shalt  see 

That  I  can  amply  ]>ay 
The  man  that  earries  out  my  wish 

In  one  particular  way." 
The  soldier,  Bacchus  ne'er  so  drunk, 

Rose,  reeling,  to  obey. 

His  ghostly  guide  led  on  and  sought 

The  cell<«i*'s  dee})est  shade. 
Where,  after  a  few  minutes'  thought, 

He  turned  about  and  said  : 
"  Xow,  valiant  soldier,  doff  thy  coat 

And  dig  here  with  a  s])ade." 

"  Dig  there  yourself,"  the  soldier  said  ; 

"  I'll  serve  no  ghost  like  you." 
Thereat  the  spectre  took  the  spade, 

And  hard  to  work  he  flew ; 
And  from  the  excavation  made 

Three  wooden  Ijoxes  drew. 

"  This  box,"  he  said,  "  is  full  of  bread 
On  which  the  poor  shall  feast, 

And  this  is  filled  with  silver  coins ; 
Go,  give  them  to  the  i)riest, 

That  he  from  purgatorial  pains 
May  get  my  soul  released. 

"  But  this  last  box,"  continued  he, 

"  Is  full  of  solid  gold. 
It  shall  be  thine,  with  all  the  estate 

Which  I  in  life  controlled, 
If  thou  ac-^omplish  faithfully 

The  things  which  I  have  told." 
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"  That,"  answered  Joliii,  "  is  something  wortlj 

No  effort  will  1  spare. 
A  man  can  move  both  heaven  and  earth 

By  means  of  cash  and  prayer." 
The  api)arition  howed  its  thanks 

And  melted  into  air. 

The  soldier  did  as  he  was  hid, 
And  worke'l  the  soul's  release  ; 

Then,  blessed  with  }»lenty  and  content. 
He  [)assed  liis  days  in  peace. 

And  saw  his  worldly  heritage 
From  year  to  year  increase. 

Now  in  the  realms  of  endless  night. 

There  was  among  the  rest 
A  very  cunning  (It'mon-sj)rite 

Whom  Satan  loved  the  ])est ; 
He  saw  his  sovereign's  downcast  look 

And  soon  the  cause  he  guessed. 

"  My  liege,"  said  he,  "  you're  grieved,  I  see. 

And  I  suspect  the  cause  ; 
'Tis  that  vile  soldier,  who  has  dared 

To  counteract  vour  laws. 
I  only  wait  for  your  command 

AVithout  a  saving  clause  !" 

This  j)>,ased  the  master-devil  well. 

And  for  it  he  agreed 
To  teach  his  favorite  all  the  arts 

l^y  which  the  great  succeed  ; 
He  praised  his  pluck,  he  v\'ished  him  luck 

And  sent  him  off  with  speed. 
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Tlio  sol(]i«'r  ill  liis  spacious  hall 

Was  seated,  wlieii  came  in 
Witli  swaggering  air  and  bristly  hair, 

Tliat  graceless  sjjawn  of  sin, 
AVho  made  his  mighty  mission  known 

With  many  a  demon  giin. 

"  Ahora  hablas,"  answered  John, 

"  The  journey  will  me  suit  ! 
But  first  I'll  go  and  fetch  some  wine. 

For  thou  must  needs  recruit ; 
Meanwhile,  sit  down — regale  thyself 

With  this  delicious  fruit." 

The  sprite  obeyed,  and  stealthily 

The  soldier  stepped  asi<le 
Into  his  armory  and  returned 

With  military  stride. 
And  then  "  Into  my  ha\'ersack  !" 

With  clarion  voice  he  cried. 

As  quick  as  thought,  the  incubus 

Was  f  eized  l^y  magic  force, 
And  thought  he  strove  to  scratch  and  bite 

He  could  not  change  his  course. 
But  in  the  sack  and  out  of  sight 

His  yells  grew  fee1)ly  hoarse. 

Incontinent,  the  soldier  gras})ed 

A  mallet  made  of  oak 
And  dealt  upon  the  struggling  mass 

With  many  a  vigorous  stroke, 
Indeed,  he  never  slacked  his  hand 

Till  every  bone  he  broke. 
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When  Satan  saw  his  favorite  come 

All  beaten  ]>lack  and  blue, 
His  features,  always  rather  dark. 

Assumed  an  inky  hue  ; 
And  when  he  li(;ard  the  dismal  tale, 

No  ])ounds  his  fury  knew. 

Then  he  resolved  to  go  himself 

Xor  wait  a  single  hour. 
Nor  sleep,  nor  eat,  nor  drink,  but  seek 

For  whom  he  might  devour, 
That  is,  to  get  the  soldier  safe 

Within  his  vengeful  power. 

Now  John  the  Soldier,  who  was  wont 

To  be  u[)on  his  guard. 
Awaited  Lucifer's  ap[)roach 

With  every  gate  unbarred. 
But  with  his  haversack  in  hand 

He  strolled  about  the  yard. 

When  Satan  came,  the  soldier  said, 
"  What  l)usiness  brings  you  here  ? 

Know  you  that  I  have  served  my  king 
And  am  unknown  to  fear?" 

His  darkness,  almost  ])lind  with  rage. 
Responded  with  a  sneer  : 

''  Now  shall  you  serve  a  mightier  prince 

And  get  full  \)ay  beside." 
"  (ret  you  into  my  haversack  !  " 

The  valiant  soldier  cried  ; 
Antl  in  he  went,  in  dcnible  (juick. 

Despite  his  fiery  pride. 
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And  then  the  soldier  swung  on  high 

A  massive  iron  club, 
And  as  the  ponderous  engine  fell 

'Twas  rough  on  Beelzebub, 
TVhose  towering  form  in  little  time 

Was  battered  to  a  stub. 

Even  as  the  wine-press  crushes  out 

The  virtue  of  the  grape, 
'The  martial  mill  reduced  his  rage 

And  let  him  out  the  scrape 
With  not  a  single  vestige  left 

Of  that  majestic  shape. 

When  dim  on  Satan's  blood-shot  eyes 

His  hot  headquarters  rose, 
~"  Haste,  guardvS,"  he  cried,  "  bolt  every  door 

And  every  loophole  close. 
That  varlet  ne'er  shall  enter  here 

To  trouble  my  repose  !  " 

-And  now  all  Sjtain  this  moral  learns  : 

A  man,  in  word  and  deed. 
Who  from  a  foeman  never  turns 

Or  from  a  friend  in  need, 
»C!)an  close  the  deepest  pit  that  burns 

In  any  churchman's  creed. 
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A    JOYLEAS   JUNE. 


Now  when  Lud  and  l)l<)om  are  meeting 

In  the  coronet  of  Jnne, 
AVoiild  that  I  conld  <,nve  lier  greeting 

In  lier  own  cek\stial  tune. 

Heaven  unfolds  the  choicest  drapery 
For  tliis  darhng  of  the  year. 

But  the  jjageant  looketh  vai)ory 

Viewed  through  one  remorseful  tear. 

For  the  human  })anorama 

AVith  its  shifting  scenes  I  see. 

I  am  nothing  to  tin;  drama  ; 

AV^ould  it  were}  the  same  to  me. 

Sjjotless  is  tlui  water-lily, 

Pure  the  sweet  white  rose  may  blow, 
But  to  one  whose  heart  is  chilly 

They  are  flakes  of  summer-snow. 

U,  the  frailest  is  the  finest, 

With  the  maiden  as  the  flower, 

And  the  light  we  call  divinest 
Dawns  and  dies  within  an  hour. 

Yet  what  marvel,  when  the  ages 
Cool  the  suns  to  s])arkless  dust, 

If  our  blood  one  moment  rages, 
And  then  mantles  o'er  with  rust  ? 


LOVED     AND     LOST. 
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Hcaiity  fjulos,  love  droopi^  his  pinion  ; 

Tlicv  are  attributes  divine  : 
Their  oninijtotcnt  (h>jninion 

Has  been  ruinous  to  mine. 

Thus  witli  Ovid  wlien  tliey  sti'ii)i)ed  lum 

To  enjoy  tlie  genial  heat, 
Till  the  Scythian  winter  ni{>]ie(I  him 

And  congealed  his  tears  to  sleet  ! 


LOVED    AND    LOtiT. 


[The  subjoined  songs  at  e  attempted  translations  of  three 
letached  interludes  in  the  first  part  of  (ioethe's  "Faust," 
In  wiiich  the  unhappy  fiietchen  first  desires  to  know  more 
\bout  the  polite  stranger,  then  discloses  her  love  for  him 
Mul  finally  deplores  i's  sad  consequences.] 


I. 


BY    THE    FIRESIDE. 


I  would  give  anything  to  see, 
Or  know  where  he  is  now — 

That  gentleman  who  spoke  to  me 
With  such  a  graceful  l)0w. 

Refined  and  noble  he  must  l^e, 
'Tis  written  on  his  brow  ; 

And  yet  inclined  to  be  more  free 
Than  iirudence  should  allow. 
4 
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AT    THE    WL\l)0\V 

My  joy  is  done, 
My  licai't  is  soiv, 
]\ly  i)t'U(M3  is  flown 
To  comi!  no  more  ! 

I  loathe  tlio  spot — ■ 
Though  once  so  fair — 
Wiiere  he  is  not  ; 
'Tis  eold  and  bare. 

My  tenii)les  ache, 
They  throl)  so  strong. 
My  heart  wdl  l)reak 
Witli  waiting  long. 

Against  the  glass 
1  press  my  ])rov»  s 
To  see  him  ])ass 
From  out  th(3  house. 


His  sprightly  step 
I  love  to  mark. 
His  manly  shape, 
His  eyes  so  dark, 

His  worils  that  flow 
With  readiness, 
His  smile  and  oh, 
His  fond  caress  I 
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Before  he  pjoes 
I  burn,  1  i)in(' 
To  clasp  him  (dose 
And  cull  liini  mine  ; 

To  kiss  and  kiss 
And  hold  hiui  fast, 
And  in  such  h  iss 
To  breathe  my  last  I 

^ly  joy  is  done, 
My  heart  is  sore. 
My  peace  is  flown 
Forevermore  ! 
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BEFORE    AN    IMAGE    OF    THE    VIRGIN. 

Thou  sinner's  friend. 

In  pity  bend 
Thine  eyes  upon  a  maid  undone. 

Thv  ^^eiitle  heart 

Felt  every  dart 
That  pierced  thine  agonizing  son  ! 


In  '.nisery  lone 

To  heaven's  throne 
What  sighs  methinks  1  hear  thee  send  ! 

But  ah,  who  lieeds 

This  heart  that  bleeds, 
The  pains  that  this  },oor  bosom  rend  ? 


LOVKI)     AM)     LOST, 

The  pangM  iviy  soul  is  focliu^', 

Tlie  coldness  oav  mo  steal iii}^', 

Tliou  knowest  and  thou  al(»ne. 

Where'er  I  go 

What  Ititter  woe 

Jiursts  forth  with  every  groan  ! 

I  am — no,  not  alone  ; 

Through  weary  nights  of  waking 

It  will  not  let  me  sleep  ; 

For  this  my  heart  is  breaking, 

1  weep  and  weep  and  weep. 

The  flower-stand  in  my  window 
I  bathed  with  tear-drops  free. 
When  from  its  blooms  this  mornin*^ 
I  culled  a  wreath  for  thee. 

The  sun  shone  in  my  window  ; 
1  saw  the  light  with  dread. 
For  still  it  found  me  sitting 
In  sorrow  on  my  bed. 

O  blessed  name, 

From  death  and  shame 
Now  save  me  with  thy  holy  aid  ! 

Thou  sinner's  friend. 

In  i)ity  bend 
Tliine  eyes  \\\  on  a  ruined  maid 


AT     .FKIUCIK). 
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Tlu'  freestone  faiK!  liiul  })a('keil  within 
Its  solemn  w.ills  tlmt  lio-it  to  whom 
The  lionl  imimtetli  ne'er  a  sin 
From  Adam  to  the  day  of  doom. 


lUit  tl 


lev  were  ea^'er  to  im]>nte 


For  they  had  eomi!  to  persecute 
V(»un<^^  teiuh'r-footetl  heresy, 
Wlio  lialteil  at  tlie  stuinhlin<^'-1)lo('k 
Of  lioj)eh'ss,  endh'ss  misery 
For  all  except  the  chosen  Hock  I 

There  tingled  to  my  finger-tips 
A  sense  of  the  Ajjoealypse  : 
Th(!  spectacles  {d)laze  with  ire — 
A  sea  of  mingled  glass  and  fire  — 
The  saints  with  heads  as  whit(;  as  wool, 
The  angels  with  their  vials  fidl, 
Slain  lieresy — the  ])ink  of  feasts — 
The  elders,  too,  if  not  the  l»easts  I 


J>y  friendly  aid,  a  man  had  reached 
That  phice  when;  charity  was  preached. 
A  wretched  creature,  hinie  and  blind, 
Jieside  the  sacred  }»orch  reclineil 


That  he  might  turn  to 


d 


good  accoui 


it 


This  new  Ik'thesda's  troubled  fount. 
The  skv,  the  earth  were  lost  to  him 
With  sightless  eyes  and  shrivelled  limb. 


/ 
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A  iilacard  hmv^  ii]i(iii  liis  lircast 
Was  pleading  with  a  mute  r('<|ii('st, 
And  tlius  the  scrawliiij^'  legend  ran  : 
"  Pi/i/  a  jitKif,  hlind,  /i>'/j//etin  muit  /" 

()  satire  on  our  social  pride, 

And  liliel  on  our  art, 
AVheri;  eliarity's  .s(»ft  cloak  is  tie»l 

Ai'ound  a  stonv  lieart  ! 

]>Ut  those  who  feel  as  well  as  see, 

Such  line;  l>ec<»nies  for  them 
The  "  lesoii,  eh'Hson  me  " 

(Iraven  on  a  pricjeless  gem. 

Out  where  the  l)lessed  sunlight  shoni' 
Linking  this  footstool  with  the  throne, 
In  whose  stupendous  shade  they  howed, 
Poured  forth  the  dinner-seeking  crowd. 
They  tramj)le(l  ))ast  the  crii)j)led  wretch 
Who  tried  his  trend)ling  hand  to  stretch  ; 
AVith  scornfid  or  averted  eve 
r>oth  ))riest  and  Levite  passed  him  by. 
I  marked  them  well,  hut  no  one  lent 
The  Lord  that  day  a  single  cent  ! 


I  said — for  1  was  wicked  then 
And  loathed  the  heartlessness  of  men  • 
And  where  a  poet  loves  or  loathes. 
The  one  with  majesty  lie  clotlies, 
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Tlif  otluT,  witli  a  frloii's  j^'.irli 
Ami  pins  it  witli  a  rankling'  l»ail) - 


I  said  :  <>  iiiisorv's  favorite  child, 


I. 


ct  some  (Uic  licar  voii 


t(.  tl 


IC    \V| 


Id, 


TlitTf  while  tlu'  houj^'hs,  like  donah's  ^'ouid, 
A  screen  I'loni  sun  and  shower  allord, 
Tlic  claini>rous  calls  of  hun^'er  stop 
With  acorns  that  the  s(|uirrels  drop, 
Tntil  vou  muster  strength  to  raise 
Vour  voice  and  crv  "  vet  fortv  davs  !" 


(Ir  if  indul^'ent  heaven  retract 
And  Xineveh  remain  intact, 
Then  j^'ot  yourself  transported  whero 
Some  i)rodigal  can  hv.iiv  your  prayer. 
He  mif^'ht  1k!  melted  into  givinj.,' 
The  remnant  of  his  riotous  living;. 
When  he  reforms,  then  ^o  and  dine 
Not  on  the  calf,  hut  with  the  swine, 
IJut  waste  no  precious  time  in  search 
Of  bread  l^eside  a  freestone  church  ! 
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DEATH    OF   LOVELACE. 


[Richarr]   Lovelace,  chief   of   the  cavalier  poets,  was  1 
splendid  figure  at  tiie  court  of  the  unhappy  Charles  I.     hJ 
wit,  gallantry,  and  personal  attractions  made  him  a  g«'neraj 
favorite.     Durinf^  the  civil  war  he  served  his  king  faithtullv 
and   well,   for  which  he  was  iinptisoned  by    the  victoriou-l 
party.     After  his    release  he  wandered  for  a  time    ol)scimP 
and  friendless.     While  yet  quite  young  he  died  in  circiiiii|| 
stances    of  extreme    wretcliedness.       I'revious     to   this,  hi;| 
mistress,    Lucy   Saclieverell,  whom  he  had  celebrated  unde:! 
the  name    of    "  Lucasta,"  was  married  to   another   person 
supposing  that  Lovelace    had  <lied  in   France.      His   song?, 
mostly  a  iiatory,    are   remarkal)le,    considering  the  age,   for 
tenderness  and  purity  of  sentiment.] 


Methought  I  saw  liim  in  his  last  heart-sickness 

Alone,  and  heard  above  tlie  thunder's  roll 

Those  accents  clear  that  gave  unwonted  (j^uickness 

To  all  the  swelling  currents  of  my  soul. 

That  voice — oh  I  gr.mdeur  once  had  listened  to  it, 

While  all  the  poet's  fervor  it  expressed  ; 

But  now  a  deeper  pathos  shuddered  through  it 

As  thus  he  breathed  his  latest  wish  to  rest  : 


'Round  nie  the  elements  in  fury  \vaken 

But  not  like  human  wrongs  mv  heart  thev  rend. 

To  me,  degraded,  outcast  and  lorsaken, 

To  me  the  trees  their  sheltering  anus  extend. 

As  some  l-^ne  bird  whose  mate  has  been  down-stricken. 

Xor  longer  calls  him  to  the  widowed  nest, 

I've  strayed,  love's  light  is  gone,  the  shadows  thicken. 

And  I  am  grown  so  weary — let  me  rest. 


DEATH     OF     LOVELACE.  0< 

'he  nioniing's  promise  now  no  more,  can  cheer  me, 
jXor  sunset's  portent  cliill  me  with  despair. 
All,  all  is  past,  and  nothing  lingers  near  me 
Save  tlie  great  Pr<^sence  that  is  everywhere. 
Here  was  tlie  desert.      One  green  spot  was  in  it, 
Towards  wliich  my  ste])S  irregularly  pressed. 
It  seemed  just  now  one  struggle  mor(^  might  win  it, 
]}ut  I  am  tired  and  only  wish  to  rest. 

AVlitTC  are  the  hrilliant  honors  that  attended 
"When  gayest  'mid  the  courtly  throng  I  moved. 
By  the  most  powerful  in  the  realm  hefriended. 
And  by  the  fairest  in  the  world  beloved? 
How  sad  it  is  to  think  that  when  least  needed 
.Such  hivish  kindness  paid  my  lightest  jest, 
And  now  my  bitter  groans  must  pass  unheeded  ! 
Cease,  cruel  thoughts,  and  let  me  sink  to  rest. 

Is  this  the  hand  that,  when  the  clarion  sounded 

To  the  tierce  onset,  couched  the  royal  lance  ? 

Is  this  tlie  heart  that  in  the  conflict  bounded 

As  eager  as  the  reveller  in  the  dance  ? 

Is  this  the  voice  that  could  our  s([uadrons  rally, 

Wlieii  tlie  grim  zealots  smote  down  helm  and  crest  ? 

Is  this  the  voice  that  rang  through  death's  dark  valley 

Xow  fee)>ly  jdeading  for  the  hour  of  rest  ? 


Ah,  wretched  life  !     AVliat  is  it  but  the  action 
(Jf  drawing,  as  a  task,  the  painful  breath 
With  not  one  hope,  with  not  one  faint  attraction 
To  lure  my  dim  eyes  from  the  blank  of  death  1 
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DEATH     OF     LOVELACE. 


No  more  tlio  lacerated  chords  of  feeling 
Vil)rate  with  feverisii  pangs.     'Tis  best,  'tis  best. 
The  troubled  fount  of  tears  is  fast  congealing 
BencMith  those  cold  dark  clouds — but  I  must  rest. 


Adored  Lucasta  !     Tenderly  an<l  proudly 
1  sang  that  name  once,  but  my  song  was  weak. 
I've  taught  it  to  the  storms  of  niglit.  and  loudly 
I've  heard  them  call  her  wheii  I  could  not  speak. 
She  is  another's,  yet  she  did  not  leave  me  ; 
'Twas  fate  forl)ade  that  we  should  be  so  blest. 
I  must  no  more  lament.     It  could  bereave  me 
Of  every  hoi)e  save  that  of  final  rest. 

Ah  !  this  will  be  no  Rtful  slumber,  giving 

One  moment's  o})iate  tv^  recuri'ng  pain — 

The  ebb  and  flow  of  anguish  ever  living 

In  a  crushed  heart  and  madly  throbbing  brain. 

Yet  might  I,  ere  this  icy  languor  ])ound  me, 

Rei)Ose  my  head  upon  her  faithful  breast 

And  feel  once  more  love  shed  its  dews  around  me — 

No  matter — I  am  weary  and  must  rest. 

Blow  on,  rude  winds.     You  cannot  make  me  shiver. 
Why,  they  have  changed  their  howling  tone  of  fear 
To  dulcet  sounds  as  of  a  flowing  river  ! 
And  whence  is  that  strange  melodv  I  hear  ? 
What  lovely  star  is  tliat  ?     Can  mortal  seeing 
Transpierce  the  sliade  that  does  these  orbs  invest? 
Dim  earth,  farewell.     Forget  I  e'e"  had  being. 
Deal  Christ,  forgive  and  take  me  ttj  thy  rest ! 


EUTHANASIA. 
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EUTHANASIA. 


I. 


AVhcu  the  cnj*  of  my  years  sliall  he  ])rok('ii  by  (Icatli, 
I  And  life  tremble  frail  on  the  last  parting  hreath — 

A  period  1  would  not  delay — 
Lt't  those  be  around  me  whose  love  I  have  known, 
Tnd  kind  to  disturb  witli  a  tear  or  a  groan 

My  soul  as  it  passes  away. 


II. 


I  The  lani}»,  ere  expiring,  more  l)rightly  awakes, 

i*  The  lyre,  when  o'ermastered  l)y  transport,  it  breaks, 
Kings  out  in  subliuH'St  of  tones. 
f  The  swan  looks  to  heaven  and  sin<:s  as  she  dies  ; 
I   Hut  man,  only  man,  easts  behind  him  his  eyes 
And  numbers  })ast  moments  with  groans. 


III. 


'  >li  I  what  are  tnose  days  that  ye  wail  for  them  so  ? 
The  joyous  too  fleet  and  the  grievous  too  slow, 

And  all  with  (U^ception  a])ound. 
I  never  took  root  in  the  soil  that  ve  mourn, 
The  flower  is  laid  low  but  no  fibres  are  torn. 

And  no  echoes  of  ruin  res(jun(h 
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IV. 

It  nevor  disturbs  my  composure  to  kiunv 
That  the  spirit  of  Hf(!  to  its  autlior  I  owe, 

Tliat  my  Ixxly  is  <lue  to  the  dust. 
And  when  nature  shall  eall  me  to  }>ay  tlie  last  (h^ht 
Let  me  cheerfully  answer.      Who  ])avs  with  re<(ret 

Is  surely  unworthy  the  trust. 


^1 

Yet  not  like  a  hirclin*,'  who  labors  his  day, 

While  his  frauduhmt  thou*fht  is  employed  but  to  prav 

For  the  (piick  ^'oinj^f  down  of  the  sini ; 
I  \vould  honestly,  faithfully  finish  the  piece 
Nor  lon<4  for  dismissal,  nor  ask  for  release 

Till  the  work  I  was  born  for  is  done. 

VI. 

But  the  every-day  objects  of  envy  and  strife. 
The  liopes,  the  desires  and  the  pleasures  of  life 

All,  all  could  I  gladly  resign, 
S.ave  of  sj)irits  congenial  the  intercourse  sweet. 
The  tremulous  sigh  and  the  amorous  beat 

Of  a  bosom  pressed  warm  against  mine. 


VII. 


Ah  !  yes,  on  the  young  l)looming  cheek  to  l)ehold 
The  innocent  blush  the  soft  sectret  unfold, 

And  from  li[)s  so  inviting  to  hear 
That  murmur  which  thrills  throu<di  the  regions  above. 


•o* 


8weet  music  to  mortals  and  angels — I  love. 
Death,  spare  a  remembrance  so  dear. 


EUTHANASIA. 
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VIII. 

I  Yet  iic't'dlcss  tlint  i)riiy('r  ;  for  tlif  stars  wliicli  survey 
A  Hiiiiic  so  (livinoly  inforiiiiii*,'  tlie  clay 

Al)sorl>  those  (l(>l(M;ta]>le  sighs, 
And  sound  them  forever  in  rajtures  refined, 
Inaudil)le  l)ut  to  the  j-urlied  mind 

When  it  folknvs  them  \v\  to  the  skies. 


to  1 11'; 


IX. 

My  soul  drank  in  love  when  existence  was  new, 
And  then  the  emotions  within  me  that  grew 

Instinctively  l)urst  into  voice. 
Thus  a  hird  'mid  the  branches,  all  carelessly  rocked. 
When  the  wide-flaming  ])ortals  of  morn  are  uidocked 

By  nature  is  taught  to  rejoice. 


I  X. 

I    Hew  oft  when  a  child,  on  a  summer  day  bright, 

I    Have  L  lain  as  immerged  in  a  sea  of  delight 

I  Where  the  rushes  waved  over  my  rest. 

f    And  my  thoughts  and  my  gaze  floated  up  through  the 

\  skies 

AVith  infinite  searching,  till,  closing  my  eyes, 
I  could  see  the  abodes  of  the  blest. 


XI. 

And  yet  I  rer;all  when  my  joy  was  intense 
In  all  I  beheld,  it  was  dimmed  bv  a  sense 

Of  some  brief  indescribable  gloom  ; 
As  when  from  the  sunny  cerulean  deeps, 
Though  but  for  a  moment  some  cloud-shadow  sweeps 

O'er  a  field  in  its  undulant  l)loom. 
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XII. 

I  ask  not,  1  cars  not  to  leave  a  great  name. 
Whose  life  is  engrossed  l)y  the  worship  of  fame 

Has  beyond  it  no  brighter  reward. 
What  recks  the  young  eagle  when  proudly  lie  wings 
Towards  the  full-blazing  sun,  if  the  shadow  he  flings 

Be  traced  on  earth's  mutable  sward  ? 


XIII. 

Inscribe  not  a  line  o'er  my  last  low  abode, 
Nor  prison  my  dust  'neatli  a  monument's  load ; 

On  the  mound  in  the  stillness  of  even 
Enough  that  some  loved  one  may  piously  kneel. 
And  blest  in  that  humble  position,  may  feel 

Much  nearer  to  me  and  to  heaven. 


BAHAMAS. 


SUGGESTED    BY    THE    FREQUENT  SHIPWRECKS,  ACCIDENTAL 
AND    OTHERWISE,    ON    THOSE    ISLANDS. 


Vexed  is  the  shii)man's  way 
'Mid  the  Bahamas  gay. 
8ea-tigers,  sharj)  for  prey 

'Xeath  the  blue  surface, 
Growling,  oft  rise  and  rip 
Open  the  staunchest  ship. 
Men  of  the  ashen  lip, 
Ere  the  salt  death  ye  sip. 
Oh  could  ye  only  skip 

Where  the  green  turf  is  I 


BAHAMAS. 
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Oft  throii«j;li  the  din  and  dark 
Sciiddeth  the  naked  bark, 
As  from  tlie  ])i rate-shark 

Flieth  the  dolphin, 
Nor  can  her  rourse  })e  cliocked 
Tlioiigh  lier  pale  crew  expect 
Soon  to  ])e  wholly  wrecked, 
Where  the  hoarse  reefs  jtroject, 
Which  the  waves,  foani-lx'flecked, 

Dig  a  death-gulf  in  ! 


Many  a  gallant  hand 
Under  approved  command 
Stick  at  a  l)ank  of  sand, 
Ere  they  can  make  that  land 

Tro})ic  and  ciu'ions  ; 
Land  of  melado  butts, 
Dotted  with  coolie  huts. 
Dappled  with  cocoanuts, 
Seamed  with  volcano-ruts. 
Where  tlie  Hidalgo  struts, 

Grave  yet  luxurious. 


Oft  in  the  mazv  strait, 
Master  and  only  mate 
Lose  both  their  shi})  and  freiglit, 
Then  by  their  wretched  state 

Prove  their  endurance. 
Nobly  poor  Jack  Ix.'have.s 
Rafting  o'er  coral-caves. 
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Ciiliii  wliilc  tilt'  tciMpcst  riiv(;s, 
Knowinj^  soinc  landsinaii  saves 
From  ilic  cn^'liittiii^f  waves 
All  the  insurance. 


*    hv  \  tlu!  ii;;rro\v  track 
Windctli  with  jibe  and  tack 
iV.^  a  man  j)lay('th  hack- 

( ..iii.mon  or  chccki'rs. 
Then  when  the  keel  is  stuck, 
Kn*  tlic  |)um]>s  fail  to  suck, 
Krc  the  hunts  in  tlicy  tuck 
Cometh  the  ca[)tain's  luck 
In  a  good  l)ar<;ain   struck 

With  the  l)old  wreckers. 


Hear  fVom  our  captain's  lip, - 
Saved  I'rom  the  oozy  dri[), 
Sav«'d  on  a  floating  cliip — 
All  his  last  luckless  trij), 

"  Some  one  was  doner." 
Such  is  the  captain's  tale 
Cool  as  a  water-]  )ail. 
J^ut  the  truth  will  i)revail : 
In  that  same  wrecking  sale 
There  was  an  ancient  whale 

Took  in  his  owner  ! 


.IlM'If'K. 
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JUSTICE. 


h'ls  wi'll  ^vll  n  \  :u'  dcscit  is  ci'owikmI  witli  praisi* 
\t\]v\  ^ratitii  Ic  tlic  licart-t'clt  tj'ihutc  l>ays, 
WhatcVr  the  form  in  which  it    may  ajipcar, 

'lirill  fmiii  tlic  toMo'uc  or  sparkle  in  a  ttsir, 

h.  civ  tiic  im|lul^.   cool  t(t  still"  (h'sij^n, 

*(iiir  ill!  its  pathos  in  the  Howin^'  line 

What  pri(k'  we  feci  in  him  whose  matchless  ton^ni*- 

'he  knell  of  tottering  despotism  rung, 

[ii  thnse  heroic  days  when  thought  and  speech 

.au>j;lit  many  a  lesson  arms  could  never  teach. 
ISiidi  men  are  not  to  any  land  confinetl, 
ITlicy  spoke  for  me  and  you  and  all  mankind. 


^ow  when  the  shallow,  factious  demagogue 
iFnrgets  the  ninth  clause  of  the  Decalogue, 
IAikI  when  his  ])arty,  in  some  luckless  hour,, 
iLcip  o'er  the  bounds  of  decency  to  jiower, 
JAiul  teach  a  servile  })ress,  that  parr(>t  hrood, 
ITm  chirp  laudations,  while  they  gape  for  food, 
jAVhat  hreast  but  feels,  from  slavishne-!s  exempt, 
A  hatred  eipialled  only  liy  contemjit? 
p>h  (lid  the  laws  but  hold  to  justice  strict 
lAiid  for  each  crime  due  penalty  iidlict, 
llic  men,  who  bolstering  up  a  jiarty  name, 
hiM'  by  their  heads,  should  perish  by  the  same  i 
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INVOCATION. 


Yk  sliiidcs  of  tlioso  wlio  j^M'iiccd  tho.  oMcii  tinio, 
And  l)r(';itlH'd  tlic  air  of  wit's  inspiring;  cliiuc, 
Return  once  more,  if  Junto's  iron  ^'jite 
Permit  transition  to  a  sadder  stat(> — 
Charon  for  you  liis  stranded  l)arg(^  woidd  launch  ; 
Your  wreath  outsliiniis  the  Trojan's  golden  branch- 
Return,  and  viewing  with  astonished  eye.s, 
What  talents  lead,  what  merits  win  the  ja'ize, 
Tell  us,  if  in  some  sjiheres  of  great  pretence, 
(The  sure  cfuicomitant  of  little  sense) 
The  gold  (jf  learning  has  not  run  to  dross 
And  glitters  hut  with  superticial  gloss. 
Methinks  the  Stagyrite  would  view  with  i)ain 
His  lor(!  neglected,  treated  with  dis(hiin, 
Or  blindly  lieapcfl  upon  a  l)arren  brain. 
Even  ^faro's  mildness  woidd  entirely  yield 
To  see  how  lean  a  herd  jirofane  his  field, 
Esteem  themselves  the  master  of  his  ])est. 
And  sadly  mangle  more  than  they  digest  ! 


Kri'iiig  as  n 


ODE     TO     ICiNOHANTE. 
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ODE    TO    IGXOHAXCE. 


!•', 


iiicli : 

'Mlicll  — 


A  WINCED  yet  i)hiin(!l('ss  crt'iiturc,  lik«^  tlic  bat, 

Bt'j^'ot  of  nij^lit ; 
Kiiiiig  as  iMUcli  on  this  side;  as  (»n  tliat, 

For  want  of  li^Mit, 
111  (laytiiiic  oft  'iicatli  sonio  pivtcntiou.s  liiit 

Close  hid  from  sijiht. 


11 


tm 


jlold  sprite  !  not  always  (hx's  it  fix  its  nest 

'Neath  hiiiiihle  eaves  ; 
I)Ut  oft  to  mitre,  eoronet  and  erest 

It  firmly  cleaves. 
And  over  many  and  many  a  Snnday's  vest 

A  film  it  weaves. 

The  aiiti(|nariaiis  know  not  when  'twas  hatched. 

You  lift  the  screen 
Wlieu  some  timedionored  systems  are  unthatched  ; 

And  I  have  setm 
Its  foot-prints  on  some  modern  records  scratched, 

Not  far  ])etween. 


Will  not  the  critics,  calmly  looking  on 

AVitli  sight  less  hlurred, 
Swear  that  the  l)at  throughout  my  lines  has  gone 

O'er  everv  word, — 
And  what  I  took  to  be  a  rare  white  swan 

Was  that  same  bird  ? 


OiS 


(»I»K      lo     KiNoUANCK. 


It  may  \)v  so.      lint  what  is  done  is  iloiu' 

And  i>ast  repair. 
My  atniosjdicn'  hcnccfnrw  iid  it  shall  shnn 

It'  all  tlir  j^laiT 
( M'  ('lassie  lij^lit  tVoiii  PentlnMis'  (hmhle  snn 

Tiie  Inwl  can  scare. 
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J  (l<i  not  like  its  note — a  gratin;^'  \<\\>v 

Not  half  so  clear 
As  that  with    which  the   tlnshed   shoi't-wheelin<.f  sni|ii' 

Salutes  th(!  car, 
And  which  the  autumn-tide  serene  and  i"i]>e, 

J  las  rendered  dear. 


', 


I 


\y 


()\\  let  it  Hit  forever  wlieuce  it  came  — 

AVhere  darkness  dwells, 
Where  suj>erstition,  ancient  wriidvle(l  dame, 

Her  legcmds  tells  ; 
Where  bigotry  on  every  other  name 

Some  brimstone  smells 
And  (bri'  old  discord  drowns  the  trump  of  fame 

With  Thracian  veils  ! 


TO     A     FASTIDIOUS     MAID. 
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TO  A   FASTI nn US  maiu. 


^III|M' 


(■  .■'! 


s 


'riiHY  tell  iin',  dear  ^nrl,  of  tin-  vine 
That  liowt'vcr  jd'opitiiMis  tli»'  skifs, 

I'lih'ss  'niuiid  sui)iM)it  it  can  twiiic, 
It  trails  on  tlif  grav«'l  and  dies. 

So  woman,  the  animal  i^^raiM', 

When  she  turns  from  her  natural  trust, 
Can  scarcely  expect  to  escaji; 

Going  downward  unpressed  to  the  dust. 

In  the  sentinel  glnnce  of  your  eye 
Ther«^  is  Hre,  wIm'Ii  your  anger  is  hot  ; 

Hut  it  makes  little  cupid  fight  shy 
For  fear  that  himself  should  he  shot. 

Xor  can  the  vain  flourish  of  art 
For  the  absence  of  candnr  atone  ; 

And  if  e'er  vou  would  capture  a  heart 
You  must  learn  to  surrender  your  own. 
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OUR    TORQUEMADA. 


T.    I),     r. 


TJpoN  that  l)ro\v  so  lii<,'li  yet  meek, 
U])Oii  that  never-smiling  clieek, 
Upon  those  lips  ordaiiHnl  to  speak 

Tlie  living  word, 
Intolerance,  with  one  grimy  streak, 

God'.-  image  blurred. 


And  now  the  heretic  must  quake 
Like  i)Oor  8ervetus  at  the  stake, 
When  for  his  heavenly  master's  sake, 

John  thought  it  good 
To  start  a  sacrificial  bake 

With  green  hardwooch"'^ 


*  I  am  not  sure  that  there  was  any  tiuth  in   the  report,    ^ 
long   current,  that  green  wood  was  used  in  the  burning  A 
Servetus,  in  order  to  prolong  his  agonj. 
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THE    TWO    M(>XARCH.'<. 

THE   SAD    RENCOMTRE    OF    CHARLE8    VI.    OF    FRANCE. 


report, 
riling  jI 


i  —  .      . 

I    A  KING  on  a  progress  was  lieadiiig  liis  train 

All  clad  in  tlu'ir  armor  and  gear ; 
^     And  they  rode,  and  they  rode  till  they  eaine  to  a  ]>lain 

With  a  tliiek  grove  of  cypresses  near. 

I     Out  of  this  rushed  a  man,  most  gigantic  in  size, 
Coal-l)lack  from  his  lieail  to  his  feet, 
And  visihle  but  to  his  majesty's  eyes, 
^[ade  haste  the  procession  to  meet. 

lie  sjH»ke — and  his  voice  had  that  musical  ring 
Which  by  cloud-splitting  thunder  is  made — 

Halt,  there!  Whither  ridest  thou,  miserable  king? 
Turn  back,   thou  .irt  foully  betrayed  ! 

That  moment  a  })age  dropped  his  lance  to  the  ground, 

Having  fallen  asleep  on  his  steed. 
And  the  monarch  felt  sure  that  its  glean  and  its  sound 

Were  the  signals  that  doomed  him  to  bleed. 

In  the  blindness  of  fury  he  turned  himself  back,, 

And  a  dozen  or  so  of  his  l)and. 
As  fast  and  as  fierce  as  his  sabre  coidd  hack. 

He  laid  low  witli  a  very  high  hand. 

They  finally  bound  him  and  got  him  confined 

To  make  him  less  rash  in  his  ways. 
And  thus,  in  a  dungeon  and  out  of  his  mind. 

He  lingered  the  rest  of  his  davs. 


«.^  ^:/^ 
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THE     POETIC     ART, 


Tlioii  soon,  like  a  swann  that  lias  lost  its  (|ueen-l)('e, 

The  nation  was  totally  dazed, 
Till  an  enemy  landed  from  over  the  sea 

And  his  standard  triumi>hantly  raised. 

^Twas  the  sovereif^n  of  Tfadcs  -so  runs  the   romance— 
AVho  (;ame  from  the  ^n'ov<i  and  o'erthrew 

The  mind  of  that  [xtpular  sovereign  of  France, 
Because  he  was  honest  and  true. 

Thini^s  have  chan»,'ed.      If  His  Darkness  has  ever  hcci; 

To  ruin  earth's  royalty  sinc(^,  [kncnvii 

'Twas  because,  like  the  Turk,   he   could  Ix^ir  n(\U'  tin 

No  rival  in  monarch  or  jtrince.   '  [thrum' 
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FOUNDED    ON    HORACES    FAMOUS    LETTER    TO     THE     PISOS. 


I  AM  goin<;"  to  give  some  poetic  advice 
And  each  son  of  the  nuises  should  think  of  it  twice 
Er(>  he  writes  his  first  line,  if  his  name  he  would  earvi 
On  the  (column  of  fame  when  Ids  tinn'  comes  to  starve 

Suppose  that  a  painter  his  canvas  sh()uld  sjiread 
And  sketch  you  a  line  looking  feminine  head, 
But,  neglecting  to  folio v»-  a  natural   course, 
Should  fashion  the  neck  ''ke  to  that  of  a  hor.se 


And  finish 
Sniiit'  parts 
I'litil  the  f 
At  tlie  top, 
Though  hi^ 
Vdii  woidd 
A  work  so 
Aii.l  s..ld  f 
Vrt  heliev 
Nay,  not  li 
Where  the 
Neglects  tl 
Bui,jund)l 
I     Iiicdlierent 
So  that  un 
Aiul  the  J 
Tlie  line  HI 
Alul  the  n 
'Tis  a  faili 
With  hari 
"  Ah  hut,' 
That  poet! 
Ahd  the  s 
The  wiltk 
I  know  it 
1  use  it  S( 
But  nevei 
That  inco 
And  wha 
Tlie   haw 
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And  tiiiisli  liis  jtictiiR'  l»y  <fr()ui)in^"  td^ctlu'i' 

Some  parts  of  most  crcatiin's  of  fur,  jcalc  and  foatluM', 

riitil  the  fair  face  he  had  skilfully   l)Ut 

A*  tilt*  top,  has  the  tail  of  a  tish  for  the  foot. 

Tliminh  his  colors  were  faultlessly  toned  and  relined, 

Vdii  would  tliiidv  the  ]  oor  paintei'  v.'as  out  of  his  niiml. 

A  work  so  }irodii;'ious  would  soon  he  i)ulle(l  down, 

And  sold  for  a  carpet-mat  miles  out  of  town. 

Vet  hclieve  me,  a  i)i(*ture  like  that,  is  no  worse  — 

^'ay,  not  half  so  had  as  those  eti'orts  in  verse, 

Where  the  author,  no  matter  how  fairly  he  starts, 

Nt'^dects  the  judicious  relation  of  parts, 

But  jiunhles  i(U'as  from  farthest  extremes 

lucolierent  and  wild  as  a  lunatic's  divams, 

So  tliat  unity  nowhere  appears  to  prevail 

And  the  whole,  as  we  say,  is  witlunit  head  or  tail. 

Tlif  line  may  he  H(»\\inn',  high-colored  and  sweet 

And  the  measure  as  ]io;ht  as  a  hallet-<4"irrs  feet  ; 

'Tis  a  failure,  for  taste  can  more  safely  dispense 

With  harmonious  sound  than  harmonious  sense, 

"All  hut,"  says  some  rhymer,  "the  whde  world  agUNfis 

That  poets  and  j)aint"rs  may  Iry  what  they  please, 

Aiid  the  stauflard  of  taste  very  often  permits 

The  wildest  attemi)ts  as  original  hits." 

1  know  it.      That  license  1  fretdy  allow  ; 

1  use  it  sometimes  ;  J  am  using  it  now, 

JUit  never  to  such  an  unhri<|!,'d  extent 

That  incongruous  things  are  commingletl  and  hlent  ; 

And  whatever  my  freedom,  I'm  careful  to  keep 

riic   hawks  from  the  doves  and    the   wolves   from  the 


[s\ 


leej). 
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Very  oft,  to  hcffiiinin^'s  for  grandeur  iinniatelied, 

Olio  or  two  flasliy  fraj^fincnts  are  awkwardly  pat(;lu'(l^ 

For  tlie  purpose  of  making  a  sliow  tliis  is  done — 

It  succeeds,  Itut  tlie  show  is  a  ludicrous  one. 

From  tlie  to}i  of  ()lymi)us  where  thuiiih'r-clouds  frown, 

On  a  sj)iritless  ])iiii()n  tlu;  muse  Mutters  down. 

Then  flies  to  the  sliady  retreats  of  the  grove 

To  liide  from  tlie  ])resenc<'  of  all-seeing  Jove, 

With  a  modesty  greater  hut  vainer  than   Kve's, 

For  lier  nakedness  shows  tiirough  the  kirtle  of  leaves. 

Or  else  she  aspiringly  ])uts  forth  her  ])ower 

To  catch  at  the  rihhon  that  hinds  up  the  shower — 

That  is,  at  the  rainhow,  which  fades  in  a  wink, 

Like  the  hest  of  its  glories  when  painted  in  ink. 

One  more  illustration  :  The  fault  to  my  mind. 

Is  like  tliat  of  a  potter  who,  having  designed 

And  started  to  model  a  five-gallon  jug, 

Kee})s  tapering  oif  till  he  turns  out  a  mug, — 

A  vessel  in  which  we  can  never  confide. 

For  its  heart  is  too  small,  and  its  mouth  is  too  \vide. 

Now  this  is  the  moral — your  suhject  should  suit 

Your  ahilities  first,  ])e  they  grand  or  minute  ; 

Then  your  ])oem  'vill  take  with  the  public;,   no  douht, 

If  'tis  uniform,  pointed  and  simi)le  throughout. 

There  remains  for  most  poets  a  great  source  of  hother 
Jly  shunning  one  fault,  we  fall  into  anotner. 
Nmv  I  often  strive  to  eome  light  to  the  ])oint, 
Hut  as  oft    })Ut  some  metrical  foot  out  of  joint, 
/uiothcr  one  aims  at  grac(»,  smoothm^ss  and  ease 
And  lands  on  stupidity's  lowest  degrees; 


THE     VOETW     ART, 
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Wliilc  a  tliirtl  may  att(*m]it  the  sul^linie  and  the   vast, 
AihI  sink  (Hit  of  siglit  ill  a  stream  of  homhast. 


W 


KK'Vcr  IS  hound  to  \n 


1  t< 


ro( 


hie 


al 


e  sonietlimir  rare 


I  Tn  make  all  his  readers  in  won(h'rnient  stare, 

I  Will  ]  t'l'tray  yoii  a  doliihin  at  sport  'mon<4  the  tree 


A 


Ami  a  herd  of  wild  hoars  r(»amin<f  over  tlie  seas. 


Care  ( 


aiinot  atone  for  the  ii))senee  of  skill 


hut  iiiijterceived  hlunders  will  hamper  yitii  still. 


Vet  sometimes  a  poet  egrej^nously 


fail.^ 


l!y  cxliausting  his  skill  upon  minor  details, 

When  the  trifles  a})i»ear  overloaded  with  art 

At  the  {glaring  expense  of  some  weightier  part. 

A  sculptor,  at  work  on  tlie  marole  so  hard, 

If  he  mind  not  ])ro])ortion,  resenihlcs  that  l)ard. 

On  the  hlock  without  form  his  eoinmencement  is  fair, 

Imitating  from  life  every  curl  of  tlie  hair. 

And  making,  with  asinine  instinct,  a})})ear 

The  Hue  convolutions  that  lurk  in  the  ear  ; 

Vft  going  astray  from  the  rules  of  ])roportion. 

His  work  is  a  monster,  if  not  an  ahortion  : 

The  features  ill-formed,  ov  hut  poorly  assorted, 

A  soulless  ex|)ression,   a  ])ostiire  distorted. 

The  figure  thrown  into  that  elegant  ]!ose 

Of  the  shape  set  in  eoriiti(dds  to  frigliten  the  crn«-s  ; 

A  gohliii  sufficiently  horrid  to  scare 

The  scavengerd)irds  which  hut  darken  the  air, 

Then  who  can  ch^serihe  liow  the  efHgy  harrows 

Th''  fluttering  souls  of  the  (k'ar  little  sj)aiTows  ? 

Remarka1)le  heauty  all  eyes  will  attract, — 

A  reinarkalJe  l)lemisli  the  same  way  will  act; 
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Yet  I'd  r.itlK.T  he  <^faz('(l  at  and  tliciin'  for  remark 
On  a(!('(jiint  of  my  eyes  licin}^  jiierciiif^ly  dai'k, 
Than  to  1m3  mid  a  mixed  crowd  of  friends  and  of  f.. 
Conspicuous  hut  for  my  pri)minent  nose. 

If  your  genius  wouM  shine  hke  a  new  fartliinj^'  cwwl, 

Your  theme  should  l»e  one  you  can  easily   handle  ; 

Tlien  ponder  it  duly  and  eoj^qtate  deep 

And  h)ng,  never  giving  your  ej  'dids  to  sleej) 

Till  you  hav(!  in  your  mind,  all  as  clear  as  the  day, 

The  least  little  imagf;  that  comes  into  ])lay  ; 

Thus  you  ne'er  will  l)e  hrought  to  the  end  of  yourw: 

In  search  of  some  plirase  or  expiession  that  fits. 


The  only  legitimate  way  to  sc.'cure 

A  style  tliat  is  heautiftd,  ])leasing  and  pure — • 

Unless  1  am  greatly  one  side  of  my  text  — 

Is  to  l)ind  everv  thought  to  the   one   that  conu^s  ihnI 

All  wittv  conceits  that  come  into  vour  head 

But  have  no  c(jnnection  with  what  is  just  said, 

Though  still  kept  in   view,  put  them  ott"  till  the  tiiiii- 

When  reason  (h'Uiands  them  as  wtdl  as  the  rhvnie. 

The  autlior  of  verse  that  is  tit  to  he  heard 

Will  he  dmost  fastidious  in  choosing  each  w*;.i'(L 

The  counterh'it  jingle  his  car  must  detect 

Before  he  can  properly  choose  and  reject. 

The  rule  must  he  a))solute  :   put  'neath  your  feet 

The  cant  of  the  cluhs  and  the  .dang  of  the  strcict ; 

Ami  though  words  of  your  coining  had  ])etter  he  ffw, 

Make  the  old  ones,  if  possihle,  shine  as  if  new  : 


^^\>  the  exile 
Tiial  roll 
jAiulh-igct,  i 
■'     The  tlioug 

Sh  wlicii  drea 

That  had 
U'r-'Wil  on  iiH 
'I'lh-  thingi 


What  V 
Two 

That  \i 
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Whati 
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jA>  the  t'xilc  may  wistfully  <^'az('  (»"('r  tli<'  oroaii 

That  i'"lls  liclAvt't'ii  him  ami  the  land  lie  holds  (h-ar, 
•  Aii'l  foi'^'^'t,  ill  that  iiKimciit  <if  risiuo;  eiiKitidU, 

Tilt'  tliiiiif^dits  that  (ti>|)r('ss  him  l»y  Itciii"^'  too  near. 

-* 

;^Sm  w  lifii  dreams  as  if  hriu'ht  from  some  former  ('xist('ji('(> 
i  .         .  ' 

That  had  in  this  dull  state  of  heinj^'  no  part, 

l(  I'. iwd  oil  me  from  (»iit  the  unspeakalile  distance, 

The  things  of  to-ilay  cannot  enler  my  he.irt. 


les  iic.\- 


i  tiiii 
me. 
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What  u-arriiif,'  thouj^hts  disturh  my  re.s; 

T\\(i  wislies  may  reveal  : 
That  you  were  mine,  or  that  this  l»reast 

Were  tonn)ered  hard  as  steeL 

The  strong  emotions  that  arise 

No  pKjmise  bring  to  me, 
I>ut  only  waste  themselves  in  sighs 

For  that  which  ne'er  can  ])e. 

Wliat<'ver  joy  our  loves  impart 

'Tis  not  unmixed  with  pain  ; 
For  notliing  soothes  the  r(\stless  heart 

Where  every  ho]>e  is  vain. 

And  vet  to  (diide  the  dream  awav 
Would  give  a  ^lang  more  deej*, 

As  Howers  wliieh  hinguish  'neath  the  (hiy 
At  day's  (h'parture  wet'p. 
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A    FEAST    OF   FAT    THiyoS. 


AN    ALLEdOllY. 


The  tiiilors  madv  a  feast  <>iu'  day 

As  gay  as  gay  can  ))e  ; 
And  ninety-nine  sat  down  to  dine 

(Jn  th(!  ham  of  a  roasted  fl(!a. 

Now  when  they  had  (Us(;nssed  the  feast 
Tliey  felt  their  h'gs  grow  ninibU)  ; 

The  ninety-nine  poured  out  their  wine 
And  (h'ank  it  from  a  tliimble. 

Then  full  of  music  in  themselves, 
AVitliout  tlie  violin's  tweedle, 

The  ninetv-nine  danced  on  the  fine 
Steel  point  of  a  caml)ric  needle. 


When  night  was  somewhat  past  its  noon 

Thev  did  tlie  curtiiin  draw  ; 
And  the  ninety-nin»'  slept  all  in  a  line 

U])on  a  single  straw. 

But  in  the  middle  of  their  dreams 
A  mouse  heside  them  j dumped  ; 

The  ninety-nine  asked  aid  divine 
And  through  ihe  key-hole  jumped  ! 


NOVA     sroTIA. 
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NOVA    SCOTIA. 


'()  i,AN'i)  of  tlic  nmyflowor  and  Itircli 

Wlicrc  my  sir(>s  paid  tlieir  lioina^c  to  fJo<] 

Wliat  time  iicitlicr  scIiooUkuiso  or  cliurch 
JJcstudded  the  wilderness  1)roa(l 

Witli  J>ritain  su}treme  in  tliinr  tliouj^'lit, 
They  he(^(h^d  no  dan'fer  nor  toil  ; 

And  the  ten(h*rest  affection  thev  hroui/ht 
Took  root  in  tliv  stoniest  soil. 


How  simph',  liow  few  tlie  (h'liglits 
They  found  in  this  tenantk'ss  coast ; 

Yet  tlie  land  of  Arahian  Nij^hts 

Not  dee-iTi'  contentment  could  ])oast. 

Tliey  faced  with  a  Puritan  psalm 

The  rou^fh(\st  encoimters  of  life, 
And  hore  in  their  ])os()ms  a  calm 

Through  the  winds  and  the  waters  at  strife. 

Their  shades  may  look  down  from  ahove 
Forgiving  the  worst  I  have  dont^  ; 

But  the  moment  1  fail  thee  in  love 
Let  them  curse  their  degenerate  son. 

Tliough  winter  mav  scowl  on  thee  rude 

And  summer  l)e  tickle  at  times, 
'Tliy  children,  with  vigor  endued, 

Xever  envv  the  sun-gilded  climes. 
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And  wIktcvcv  distinction  is  soii«dit 


o  "  '^ 


Tlntu^h  Itoldlv  and  widely  tliev  nuini, 
Their  sweetest  and  iioliest  thonj^dit 
Is  when  they  are  dreamin}^'  of  home. 

( >f  the  pure  azure  sky  ovei'liead, 

( )f  tiie  close-knitted  sward  'neatli  the  feet,— 
( )f  the  glisti'uinj^f  waters  outsj)read  — 

Has  earth  any  picture  more  sweet? 

( )f  the  fra{^M'anc('  afloat  on  the  hreezo 

When  daylij^dit  he<.,Mn  to  decline, 
Of  the  hand  that  it  thrilled  you  t(t  sipieeze — 


Has  1 


icaven  any  joy  more  divint 


? 


Ah 


1  no 


i 


to  tl 


le  enc 


1  of 


mv  (lavs 


Thou}j;h  I  stray  to  the  ends  of  tlie  earth, 


M 


d 


y  son^'  and  my  prayer  and  my  ]  raisi 
Shall  he  for  the  land  of  mv  hirth. 


I  hehold  thee  when  fairest  thou  art 
With  a  lover's  devotion  and  jtride. 

And  the  climate  ne\'r  changes  the  heart 
Kver  warm  with  a  patriot  tide. 

K'en  the  dee)»\s  unmelodious  tunes. 

When  the  crags  with  the  storm-echoes  rang. 

Always  had  the  hrave  (hish  of  the  runes 
That  Thorfinn,  salutinti;  thee,  sany. 


Neither  title  nor  lordlv  domain 


AVitl 


1  vassalage  cuml)ers  thy  soil, 


J)Ut  the  forest,  the  mine  and  the  plain 
Present  thee  tlie  tribute  of  toil. 


NOVA     sroTIA. 
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Aiitl  1m'1'<'  wlicrc  tilt'  storm-ltraviiig  capo 
Rcat'lu^s  out  its  wliito  arms  to  tlic  sea, 

Old  Proteus  ])uts  on  the  sliajie 
Of  a  iiiiiiisteriii}^'  angel  to  thee. 


Since  Delos  called  over  tlie  (h'cp 

To  the  fartliest  Ionian  gh'n, 
I'-ven  life  has  Ihtii  reckonctl  more  clieap 

Than  honor,  witli  maritime   men. 

Xova  Scotia,  tlie  home  of  tlie  fair 
As  well  as  the  lami  of  the  l)rave, 

Those  hards  fahle  not  who  (h'clare 
That  Venus  is  l)orn  of  the  wave. 

Dear  land,  may  the  years  as  they  roll 
Still  view  thy  just  fortunes  increase. 

Placed  under  no  harsher  control 
Than  that  which  give  freedom  and  peace. 


'Kr 


And  may  thy  inherited  tongue 
Which  encircles  this  j)lanet  with  fame, 

In  leaving  no  virtue  unsung, 

With  its  triumphs  commingle  tliy  name. 
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T. 


And  didst  tliou  think  I  cDidd  forj^et 
Or  li^'litly  liold  th««  past? 

No — till  inv  latest  s'.m  shall  s(3t 
Omo  inciu'rv  fond  must  last. 


II. 


Tis  of  a  visionary  divani 
That  hlcst  my  ga_y«;st  hours, 

r»ut  vanished  like  tin*  solar  heam 
When  some  hiack  temjiest  lowers. 


III. 


if  <»iily  1  had  cause  to  mourn, 
I  might  have  found  relief, 

IJut  .severed  hearts  have  ne'<'r  outworn 
The  sense  of  mutual  grief. 


iv 


It  haunts  me  'mid  the  faithless  erowd, 

And  when  I'm  all  alone  ; 
And  even  in  my  laughter  loud, 

I  .start  t(»  hear  its  tone. 


V. 


The  glow  of  early  passion  o'er 
Ha.s  left  a  withered  trace, 

Time  never  can  the  one  restore, - 
The  otiier  ne'er  etiuee. 


THK     (ONTHAST. 
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TiioniH  I  iiiin^Mc  with  all  that  is  mirthful  and  bright, 

1  am  treading  the  wint'-j tress  alone  ; 
Aii'l  the  huhhhvs  are  dancing  delusively  light 

( Jer  a  heart  that  is  heavy  as  stone. 

IldW  painful  the  cup,  hlusln'ng  warm  to  the  hrim, 

Contrasts  with  the  coh^'less  lips  I 
Its  sjiaikle  relumes  not  a  world  that  is  dim 

'Neath  a  darkly-forehoding  eclipse. 

Vet  calmly  tlie  two-fold  atHiction  I  Ijear 

When  the  happy  around  me  rejoi(.'e  ; 
It  rends  me  to  stifle  the  groan  of  desjiair 

And  to  counterfeit  merriment's  voice. 

O  Clod  I  'tis  the  bottomless  bathos  of  woe; 

When  the  hour,  that  should  otler  ndief 
T(ia  life  of  depression,  is  false  in  its  show 

And  increases  the  burden  of  ixrief  I 


l)Ut  small  is  the  aid  that  repining  can  bring, 
Let  me  set  my  teeth  liard  and  defv 

The  damnably  dou])Ie-edge(l  torture  to  wring 
From  its  victim  a  tear  or  a  sigh. 
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That  marvellous  o«>y, 
The  Bleepless  soul  that  pi-rished  in  his  pride.— H'ordsu'orfh. 


Those  foaturos  bear  no  stanij)  of  griof, 
No  token  tliat  this  world's  annoy 

Had  fastened  on  so  fair  a  leaf 
Its  infant  promise  to  destroy. 

And  yet  sharp  misery  ell'aced 
That  ])eauty,  tender  as  a  girl's, 

Ere  time,  with  all  liis  envious  haste, 
Had  touclied  the  wealth  of  graceful  curls 

O  genius  in  its  brightest  blaze 

Too  early  quenched  I  The  pitying  tears 
That  consecrate  this  moment's  gaze 

Outnumber  far  his  sum  of  years. 

Cle;ir-visioned  Itoy  of  ])assions  blind. 
It  cannot  makt;  men  love  him  less 

To  search  their  colder  hearts  and  find 
What  gave  his  own  its  bitterness. 

Volcanic  bursts  of  feeling  shook 
All,  all  but  mad  ungoverned  })ride 

Which  settled  to  that  savage  look 
I>y  death  forever  petrified. 

0  ruin  lamentably  rash 

Presaged  in  many  a  line  of  fire. 

As  meteors  through  the  heavens  flash 
The  light  which  do(>ms  them  to  expire  ! 


RKFF.En'IONS     OF     K.\l«T. 
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REFLECTKLWS    OF    FAUST. 


Tmiuce  welcoiiic  twilij^'ht,  soft  and  sweet  I 
Along  y(Mi  ilistaiit  grassy  sloj  «• 

Romance  niiglit  stray  with  oagcr  feet 
liright  with  tlic  <lows  of  liopc 

iJutthou,  from  passion  long  estranged. 
What  brings  thee  to  this  sacred  s))ot? 

Unhappy  Faust  I  thou  art  so  changed 
I  recognise  thee  not. 

The  mighty  breath  of  love  has  mixed 
Thv  sky  with  dead  emotion's  dust. 

tJods  !  is  the  mind  I  deemed  so  fixed 
The  sport  of  every  gust  ? 

What  frailty  rules  in  every  state  ! 

A  village  maid  I  chance  to  meet— 
The  heart  which  would  not  bend  to  fate 

Bows  down  even  at  her  ft-et ! 


Could  that  to  me  one  pleasure  bring 
Which  caused  a  guileless  l)eing  shame  ? 

For  am  I  not  that  cursed  thing, 
Without  repose,  without  an  aim. 

Which,  like  the  torrent,  to  and  fro 
Is  bounding  to  the  abyss  })elow  ? 
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A      H(>MAN      MODKI, 


And  she,  the  iniKK'ciit  ami  piiro, 
AVho  slioltcrcd  in  tliis  valley,  dwells 

Within  her  little  world  secure, 

TluniLih  near  to  where  tin*  torrent  swell? 


Coidd  I,  abhorred  of  man  ami  heaven, 
Inva(h'  her  ha|i|>y  dwellin^'-jilaee, 

And  all  its  ]»ea(;e  forever  riven, 

Plunj^e  lier  in  misery  and  disgrace? 


Help,  devil  !  lend  your  influence., 
Whate'er  the  end,  it  cannot  he 

AVorse  than  this  teniiile  suspense 
Ruin  t(»  her  or  death  to  me  I 


{     /.'OA/.LV    Mnni'JL 


lIoKAci-:,  who  liveil  a  thousand  years  or  so 

Px'fon^  the  date  of  spelling-hooks  ami  rhyme, 
In  a  most  plensing  jiicture  lets  us  know 

Ho  V  schools  were  managed  in  that  olden  tini(». 

When  Roman  urchins,  yet  too  weak  to  climh 
The  tree  of  knowledge,  sat  and  sucked  their  thumbs, 

The  hland  jireceptor,  working  on  the  prime 
Incentive  whence  all  human  ettbrt  comes, 
Coaxed  out  their  latent  taste  with  sugar-(.'ake  and  pluiii.> 


A      KoMAN      MODKI,. 


.S7 


Tilt'  world's  yoiiii^'  ('(nuiucrois,  on  tlicir  patent  slates  — 
Those  tiny  jioplar  slal»s  rulilted  smooth  with  wax  — 

Tlieii  formed  tiieir  fHs  anil  sicce'ii,  (dU's  and  (tifs 
Without  tlie  pressure  of  a  ^'rindin^  tax, 
Without  tlie  stimulus  of  constant  whaeks  ; 

For  rods  were  thin;^'s  as  yet  tliat  only   served 
To  lash  tlie  handle  (jf  the  lictor's  axe, 

Vet  not  one  tyro  from  liis  taldet  swerved 

And  not  a  rule  was  ]»r(»ke  and  not  a  spine  was  curved. 

l)f;ir  nature  tutors  not  witli  lurchen  twi<^s  ; 

The  chu]>hy  Flaecus*  in  his  leafy  nook, 
Where  stock-doves  streW(Ml  his  sle(;p  with  myrtle-sprigs, 

Learned  wonders  from  the  universal  hook. 

And  then  yoinif^  .Maro,  with  his  maiden  look, 
At  morn  conversinj^  witii  the  oaks  and  rills, 

Or  piping  till  the  hazel  eoj)ses  shook 
With  tremulous  joy  to  In.'ar  his  graceful  trills    - 
Oh.  give  me  such  a   field,  and  take  your  Seven  Mills  I 

Thc<('  are  the  days  of  culture  and  of  art 
Wherein  we  make  a  jtictured  paj)er  j)rize 

Thf  ohjcct  of  am))ition  from  the  start, 
Koi'  which  the  asjiirant  must  sacrifice 
His  native  freshness  and  his  natural  eyes, 

And  takeliisview  ofthingsthrough  Laurance'lenses-- 
A  sad  mistake,  which  he  will  realise. 

When  the  vain  iniilding  (»f  a  life  commences 

On  ten  half-sciences  and  only  four  poo*  senses. 


*  <.^)uintus  Iforatiiih  Klaccus  jiiid  l'id)lius  Vir-giiius  M.us 
iiif  known  to  Kngli.sh  leaders  l»y  llicir  Kri  iH'liilied  iuiimcs  of 
Horace  and  Virgil  respectively. 
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A     HUMAN     MoDKh. 


How  oft  tho  r(!gent  of  a  brazen  ^'IoIk^ 

(^11  tlie  hard  pan  of  liuman  dnlimss  toils 
With  patience  near  akin  to  that  of  J  oh 

When  sore  l)elea<(U(5rn(l  hv  a  liost  of  ])()ils. 

But  all  that  learnin^^'s  dry  niachinery  oils 
He  rigorously  plaees  und(U'  l)an 

And  his  young  charg<^  nietliodically  spoils 
On  Wordsworth's — or  sonichody  (*ls«^'s  plan — 
Maintaining  that  "  the  child  is  father  to  the  man." 


And  so  he  strives  to  make  its  head  turn  gray, 

But  will  the  little  slips  mature  the  faster 
For  being  compelled  t(»  sit  six  hours  a  <lay 

Just  like  their  grandsires — (tut  in  alabaster? 
I  tell  you  nay.     The  prim,  jn-etentious  master, 

So  slow  to  comprehend,  so  dull  to  feel, 
Would  best  be  [)laced  where  he  could  teach  the  ShasttM. 

And  see  the  sucklings  ])y  fanatic  zeal 
Thrown  out  to    .lagarnath    and   crushed  beneath  lii> 

[wheel  I 


ODR     TO     PANOOKA, 
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(pDE    to    PAXDOliA. 


0  LOVELY  jirototype  of  all 

Who  murder  with  the  cvr, 
Which,  if  it  pierce  not  like  a  hall, 

Most  fatally  can  pry  ; 

When  Vulcan  forj^'ed  tlie  pretty  hux 
In  which  thy  gifts  were  hid, 

He  should  haye  furnislied  duuhle  locks 
To  fasten  down  the  lid.* 

But  tliou  didst  wantonly  unpack 

Disease's  ]»aleful  train, 
All  aches  and  ills  that  cramp  and  rack 

Tlie  limhs,  the  heart,  the  )»rain. 

And  in  the  most  persistent  sha])es 
They  spread,  increase  and  rage  ; 

There's  scarcely  one  in  ten  esc-apes 
In  this  progressive  age. 

They  love  the  loftiest  of  the  race, — 
Tis  proved  beyond  a  douht 

By  many  a  dignitary's  pace 
Undignified  l)y  gout. 


*In  the  (ireek  fable,  the  goiis  sent  presents  to  Pandora, 
with  strict  injunctions  not  to  open  the  box  containing  them. 
Overcome  by  curiosity,  she  disobeyed  orders,  and  tlius  let 
loose  all  the  evils  which  Ijave  since  afflicted  mankind. 
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SI  HUM    S  IAN/ AS. 


Y«'t  tliy  ix'iiiiciuMs  lirooil  i»f  ills, 
I)it1'usnl  tlii'dii^'li  c.irtli  iiiiil  air, 

To  iiiiti<l(>t:il  (Inij^'s  ami  pills 
Is  lnit  a  small  alfair. 

Tiic  ritv  walls,  the  desert   stones 

lii'ar  t«'stimoiiy  true, 
Ami  momiiiieiital  jtiles  of  liones 

Mij^iit  rise  ill  witness,  too. 

I'amiora,  nullity  thy  eurse 
liy  this  one  savin;^'  t.'lause  : 

Shut  every  (juaek  within  a  hearse 
Ami  win  the  world's  a]»|>lause  ! 


ST()H}r  STAXZ.iS. 


Let  the  jieilant  )iore  over  th(^  l»aL,'e  seientifie, 
( )r  seek  his  deliL,dit  ill  some  an<,Milar  form  ; 

Hut  oh  I  let  me  study  that  ;^'rand  hiero^dyi»hic 
Thats  writ  in  the  stars  and  ju'onouneecl  hy  the  stor 


III. 


Away  with  the  lessons  of  midnii^dit  instillin<; 

Kxhaustini^  the  soul  as  the  l;nnj>  <^dinimers  low  ! 
Let  me  take  my  instruction  all  vivid  and  thrilling' 

From  Nature's  oun  volume,  ami  feed   what   1   kiio\ 


In  the  tameness  of  ([uiet,  thou^dit  languishes  idly 
Heneath  the  dull  weij^ht  of  mortality's  shroud, 

But  exeite«l,  it  Hashes  as  tiercely  and    widely 

As  .love's  awfid  shafts  from   the  dark-rolliny:  clouil. 


in     n.      I'.      \|«\M|nHIKM. 


1)1 


Tlnii  tl"'  »■•■•)-'<'  "*  ^1'*'  triiiiK'st  has  wild  fiisciiiatiim 

\Vlii<li  ilaii^'cr  ami  solitjul*'  only  <'iihan»'«'  : 
Tlif  (i'liit'iits  litter  tliat  imitc  exultation 


Wl 


iich  swells 


ill  llie  itosoiii  aii<l  ''lows  in  the  "^'lanee 


Fit  this.  I  liave  oft  on  the  lonely  shore  waiulered, 
Ami  visions  of  ^'rainleiir  stole  over  me  then, — 

A  clearer  coiieeiitioii  of  what  I  had  jtondered 
And  loii«'ed  for  ill  vain  when  surrounded  ))y  men. 


ro    i\    F.    MrW'lloliTEll 


CIIAUI-KSTON,      WKS'I       VIIKMNlA. 


I.(»N(;  may  these  ha|»i»y  missives  tell 
My  trusty  friend  is  hale  and  well, 
And  deeit  in  philosojihie  dream 
Still  niusin«4'  on  that  rajiid  stream, 
Which  frets  the  Alle<^dianies'  side 
And  swells  Ohio's  v«llow  tide. 
Thou<di  when  the  Democrats  an-  in 


11 


e  join? 


th 


le  conclaves  roarin 


^^<1 


ill 


Or,  like  the  moth,  is  houn«l  to  <fnaw 
His  way  tiirou^di  hulky  tomes  of  law, 
He  still  can  fan  that  si)arklin^'  wit 
Whicli  iiatun'  in  his  hosom  lit. 
For  higher  use  than  idle  show  — 
To  cheer  a  friend  and  hlast  a  foe. 
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Tf>     r.     V.     M^'WiroilTKH. 


SniiiP  cyiiirs  always  try  to  mar 

TIh'  r»'|>utati()H  nf  tin-  har, 

And  now  in  an^'cr,  now  in  sport, 

Kxiiiliit  tlu'ir  «'ont('!n|>t  of  court 

Ami  men  who  (  ultivat<'  the  knurk 

Of  ar^iiin^'  that  wliiti-  is  Itlack. 

Hut  h(;ar  uu\  hurl  that  falsehood  hack! 

Themselves  tli(»  sliindercr's  l»rantl  must  hear 

Whih'  I  can  «(uote.  your  reconl  fair. 

Whatever  may  that  record  sidly 

Wlien  you  have  donned  the.  rolte  of  Tully, 

I  hold  you  now,  as  in  the  past, 

A  soul  of  most  heroic  cast, 

Since  all  those  sportive  nymjdis  that  ^lide 

Alon^  the  Klk's  romantic  sidt; 

Your  modest  stejts  c(»uld  not  docoy 

To  match  them  in  their  wanton  joy. 

Or  pled^'e  tln'in  in  the  Howin<^  cup 

Wliich  conjures  frolic  spirits  up. 


From  hirth  to  death  we  scarcely  know 

How  much  to  friendship's  jtower  we  owe. 

But  were  it  once  from  earth  expun^'ed, 

In  what  ii  «^loom  we  should  he  plun^'(ul  I 

Our  hearts  would  l)e,  like;  monkish  oysters, 

Sealed  tight  in  hard  calcareous  (!loisters  ; 

(Jur  warmest  thouf^dits  would  freeze  to  .stone 

Within  a  moral  frigid  zone  ; 

Our  lives  would  .stagnate  to  a  lake 

From  which  no  .streams  in  gladness  break. 


■|(>     <'.     K.     .M«  WIIM|{||;|{. 
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TIk'   IIMISC   Wuultl   I()S»»  luT  t«'IIMr  liut«' 

Ami  liavc  ii  very  tuiu'lrss  throat. 


Tis  ii(»t  in  festive  liours  mIuih' 
Tiiat  friemlsliip's  liij^liest  aid  in  kiinwn 
I)ilt  wlieii  (»n  life's  tein|iestU(Hls  wave 
Where  storms  of  adverse  fortune  rave, 
When  all  a-wreek,  tlie  last  faint  ho|ie 


Iscl 


ini^'in^'  to  a  parting'  rope 


Then  flows  its  ^'enial  current  warm 
To  help  Jis  safely  throu^'h  the  storm. 


^o  so 


me  tall  ship  from  Kn^'land  late 
To  Boston  hoinid  with  (((stly  freight, 
Arrived  in  Nova  Seotian  seas 
What  time  the  coast  Itej^'ins  to  freeze. 
Kneounters  furious  northern  gales 
That  snap  her  spars  and  sjdit  her  sails, 
Till  rudder'ess  and  from  her  course 
l»lown  southward  hy  the  ttiuipest's  force. 
She  meets  tin*  (lulf-stream's  tejtid  tides 
That  free  her  ice-encumhered  sides. 
And  then,  refitted  mast  and  stay, 
She  })ravely  hears  upon  her  way, 
And  soon,  though  battered,  still  a  shij) 
Triumpliant  o'er  the  dangerous  trip, 
No  more"  of  winds  and  waves  the  sport, 
She  aneliors  in  the  destinetl  port. 

Yet  there  is  one  thing  far  above 
The  name  of  friendship — youthful  love, 
Which,  strong,  sj>ontaneous,  high  and  pure, 
Must  live  while  soul  and  sense  endure. 
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TO     ('.      F.     M^WHOIITKU. 


Tho  chicfcst  bliss  of  mortal  life 

Is  in'ariiii^f  your  t'lnbrace — a  wife  ! 

Wiiih;  heaven  ai)])roves  the  rapturous  union 

Of  two  fond  hearts  in  close  communion, 

A  brother  of  the  gentle  craft 

His  blessinir  from  afar  mav  waft. 


As  !\  liirk  (| 
Forgets 

(•,-,nii]>e(l  t] 
And  tarf 


M 


May  thriving  otisj»ring,  more  or  less, 
The  d(»ar  connubial  bondage  ])less. 
And  as  in  sylvan  haunts  I've  seen 
An  aged  tree  yet  strong  and  green, 
While  growiixg  from  it  fibrous  roots 
Sprang  up  inmimeral)le  shoots. 
And  clustering  round  on  every  side, 
Knshrined  it  in  })aternal  i)ride  ; 
So  may  your  jmigeny  like  them 
Long  Hourish  'round  the  parent  stem. 


S(.  1,  sinct' 

from  til 

Ami  the  t 

Are  ilui 

^^'('essity 
Has  ke] 
Where  tl 

Proclai 

( )  f reedoi 
Thou  i 

The  rivei 
But  w 

Not  the 
Thou^ 

T(»  such 
I'd  si 


I-AHK-SDNC. 
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LAUK-SoXa. 


As  a  lark  on  tlio  billowy  ))ro(^zos  uj)lift('(l, 
Knrj^'cts  the  (lull  cage  that  so  disnially  loiij^ 

CimhiIkmI  the  vij^or  of  jtinion  whorcwith  lie  was  gifted 
And  tarnished  his  pluinage  and  stilled  his  song  ; 

S(i  I,  since  the  fortunate  moment  recalled  me 

From  tasks  ever  hated,  at  liherty  soar  ; 
And  the  things  which  like  fetters  hut  yesterday  galled 
me 

Are  flung  to  the  winds  and  remend)ere(l  no  more. 

Necessity — stern  and  inflexible  jailer — 
Has  kei)t  me  too  long  and  too  stringently  coo|»ed, 

Wjiere  the   eye  growing  dimmer,  the   cheek  growing 
paler 
Proclaimed  how  the  spirit  continuidly  droojjed. 

0  freedom  !  thou  primitive  maid  of  the  mo!i!it:ii'!, 
Tliou  art  not  confined  to  the  land  of  thy  hirth. 

The  river  stays  not  at  the  play  of  the  fountain. 
But  widens  and  wanders  to  gladden  the  eartli. 


Not  the  walls  of  a  harem  long  time  should  confine  me 
Though  filled  with  the  loveliest  ensnarers  of  men  ; 

To  such  a  mere  phantom  the  sameness  would  j)ine  me, 
I'd  slij)  through  the  key-)iole  to  freedom  again. 
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TO     HARRIET     BEECHER-STOWE. 


TO    HARRIET   BEECHER-STOWE, 


ON  THE  PUBLICATION  OF  HER  INFAMOUS  BYRON  LinEI., 


My  Shikspere'8  curne  on  clown  and  knave 
Wnu  will  not  let  his  ashes  rest.  — r«nn,Vfi«H. 

Though  fiction  wear  .ingelic;  grace 
When  in  the  service  of  the  slave, 

Oh  keep  the  j>iginent  of  its  face 
From  otf  the  liero-poet's  grave  ! 

His  hand  proud  freedom's  flag  unfurled — 
Himself  the  mark  for  hlight  and  blame. 

She  yet  shall  wave  around  the  worhl 
Her  banner  blazoned  with  his  name. 

And  you  once  no.  y     rg-.d  the  cause 
That  to  the  serf  Ins  right  restored  ; 

You  spoke  the  thrilling  word  which  draws- 
Or  drew — the  tear,  if  not  the  sword. 

When,  from  the  battle-clouds  that  blazed, 
The  blast  of  freedom  cleared  the  skies. 

How  many  Hagars  blessed  and  praised 
The  angel  in  the  eagle's  guise. 


But  you  are  not  the  bird  of  prey 
That  bathes  in  solar  light  its  wing 

And  thunders  through  the  liquid  way 
To  pounce  upon  some  living  thing. 


•i()    iiAi{i{iKi    iJKEriiEK  stowp: 


97 
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() — you 


art'  of  tlu'  buzzard  lu'ood 


Tliat  trails  a  dusk  jiluinc  o'er  tlio  jdain 
And  ever  (k-oius  that  festering  food 
Tlu'  choicest  whicli  lias  |oiigest  lain  I 

You  cannot  rend  tliese  two  ajiart, 
For  hoth  to  l>yron's  fame  belong  - 

The  true  nobility  of  heart, 

The  grandeur  of  inii)assi()ned  song. 

You  should  have  wielded,  by  his  si(h', 
The  }iotent  wand  of  Knglish  speech 

To  ])art  the  modern  Red  Sea  tide 

That  all  the  ]>roiuised  land  might  reach. 

IhuiKV  his  earlv  death  which  sent 

lie  *■ 

Regret  even  through  the  hostile  throng 
AVretched  the  life,  however  spent, 
AVhich  lasts  a  single  day  too  long. 

For  one  and  all,  wh(»se  tender  age 

You  taught  to  hate  the  callous  l)reast. 

Must  feel  your  last  and  loathsome  page 
Has  deeply  sulliecl  all  the  rest. 


The  stain  is  dark.     The  mousing  owl 


Might  iniji  its  wnig  to  tear  his  wn'atli 
Hut  oh  !  the  ghoulish  dee(l  to  prowl 
And  burrow  fur  the  dust  beneath  I 

Tlui  jmblic  odium  and  the  ban, 
If  justice  live,  must  light  on  you. 

Twas  well  to  preach  that  man  is  man  — 
Sliall  woman  not  be  woman  too? 
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AI'ATIIKS. 


And  slander,  tliougli  it  widely  roiuii, 

Is  certain  to  return  at  last, 
Like  vagrant  ehickens  coining  home  : 

Even  now  it  travels  lioini-ward  fast. 

Tis  strange    -hut  I  have  heard  or  read 

Of  visiting  a  heinous  sin 
Not  only  on  the  guilty  head 

But  on  the  third  and  fourth  of  kin. 

The  fates,  who  seldom  judge  amiss, 
Avenge  Parnassus  on  the  church 

And  ])i(l  a  shady  Nemesis 

Upon  the  Hrooklyn  stee]>le  perch. 


APATHES. 


Tins  world  is  full  of  creatures 

With  apathy's  (hdl  seal 
Upon  tlieir  very  features, 

Which  shows  their  hearts  ne'er  feel 
The  warmth  of  kindlier  natures 

For  others,  woe  or  weal. 

The  greed  of  gain  encumhers 

Tlieir  days  and  nights  with  care  ; 

Their  stolid  fancjy  slumbers 
As  doth  the  wintering  bear  ; 

The  most  enchanting  numbers 
Awake  no  echoes  th(;re. 


THK     in{(M>K. 

Oft  have  I  seen  tlicm  shinin^r 
III  fasliion's  trapping,'  diu  kctl, 

S(MMi  oinj)tv  h«'a<ls  incliiiiiiy; 
To  tli<*ni  ill  deep  resjKMl. 

Wliilc  iiKMlcst  worth  was  ])iniii< 
In  want  and  cold  iic'dt'ct. 


09 


THE   BROOK. 


PROM    THE    GERMAN'    OF    OOETllE. 


Thou  l)i'ooklet,  silver-l)right  and  clear, 
That  Ixmiidest  on  in  glad  career, 
What  wondrous  hand  thy  channel  traced 
And  whence  and  whither  dost  thou  haste  1 

From  nooks  that  never  saw  the  sun, 
O'er  moss  and  matted  flowers  I  run  ; 
And  when  in  dreaminess  I  rest. 
All  heaven  is  mirrored  in  mv  hnuist. 


Then  joyous  freedom  bids  me  speed. 

Avither  it  may  lead. 
Hut  he  who  cleft  through  rocks  my  way, 
Will  be  mv  guide  where'er  I  strav. 
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TIIK     IIKl.M    Kl.nWKK 


NoVKMHKH     SoXd 


THh'    riHLh  VLiiWKU. 


Hkhoi.m,  l>y  llif  jicasmit's  sliuoii  uiitiod, 

TIk;  (Icliciitc  tii'ltl-flitwcr  Mowing'. 
It  is  knitted  fast  to  the  staiiiful  sod, 
I>iit  it  fills  its  cup  fi'(»iii  tli(!  iiniiaiiiciit  l»road, 
And  draws  its  Imcs  tVoiii  the  light  of  (rod 
Through  the  Ixmiidless  jetlier  flowing. 

And  so  tlie  uplift e<l  heart  that  strives 

F(»r  tlie  jturer  modes  of  existiMKM!. 
it  is  fastened  liere  'niid   the  htwlv  lives 


Wl 


i(?re 


tl 


le  ivy  creejis  and  the  ( 


'0( 


'k\o.  tl 


irives 


liut  its  color  and  fraiiiMiice  it  dtu'ives 


From  tlie  height  and  the  (le[)th  and  the  distaiut 


NOV  KM  HER    S()X(, 


I. 


Nuiirr  winds  of  Xovemher, 


H( 


d 


ow  dreary  tney  w 


th 


•histh 


The  leaves  are  all  dead  ; 

The  hirds  are  all  fled, 

And  the  light-sailing  down 
Has  all  flown  from  the  thistle. 


A     .Mn|U:UN     MAXIM. 
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11. 

In  tilt'  luMlt;o>i  iiiid  ^Midoii.s 
No  rod  rose  is  i^rowiu}^'  ; 

But  one  keeps  awiike  — 

And  all  for  my  sake  — 
In  tlio  rosiest  hues 
Of  ex|ie('taii('V  j^Mowiiin;. 

III. 

Oil  why  eaiUMtt  love 

Make  this  happy  ni^dit  longer? 

The  morning  that  jiarts 

Our  close-beating  hearts 
Is  neither  the  sweeter, 
The  brighter,  nor  stronger. 


.4    MO  DEUX    MAXTM. 


It  sadly  derauge.s  one's  business  jjlans 

Tn  admire  the  Lord's  handiwork  rather  than  man's. 


Then  lift  not  your  eyes  with  the  heavens  to  converse, 
Hut  grope  on  tin;  groun»l  for  you  might  find  a  purse. 
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I  UK     TLYDK. 


THE    i*LYl)E* 


hamii/ion's  farm,  au<;.   14,  1888. 


How  softly  steals  adown  the  glade 

The  erystal  Cly<h', 
Whih>  alternating  light  and  sliade, 
Like  the  changeful  glance  of  a  winsome  maid 


Plav 


o  er  1 


ts  tid( 


II. 


Here  Summer,  dainty  rural  ([ueeh 

Of  all  the  gU)he, 
Draws  round  lier  haunts  a  leafy  screen, 
With  this  silver  thread  through  the  silken  green — 


H 


er  rova 


1  roh 


III. 


Pure  when  the  dewy  eastern  skies 

Are  flushed,  yet  calm  ; 
Fair  when  the  noon  supinely  lies. 
And  sweet  when  the  lilies  close  their  eye> 

And  hreathe  their  b.dm. 


IV. 

Ah  me  !  the  sunny  hours  are  fleet, 

But  you  are  here  ; 
And  since  its  banks  hav(»  kissed  vour  feet, 
Clyde  shall  l)e  pure  and  fair  and  sweet 

Through  all  the  year. 


*A  small  stream  in  Shelburne  county,  about  thirteen 
miles  from  Barrington.  There  is  some  tine  scenery  on  its 
banks,  especially  at  the  place  called  Hamilton's  Farm. 
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EPlTAnt 


ON    (APT.    POTTEH,    OK    Hlf,!,,    (i.    B. 


The  market  rose  and  the  iiicrcnrv  fell 

At  the  death  of  ('aptaiii  Potter. 
'Twas  a  ctdd  day  for  him  wlieii  he;  went  to  Hull 

For  his  temper  was  ten  times  hotter  I 


WHEREFORE. 


Why  like  the  lieron's  stiltetl  hrood 
Are  the  men  of  slielves  and  tills  ? 

PerhajKs  liecause  they  get  their  food 
Hy  means  of  their  lent^thy  l)ills. 


THE    PA  ( 'H  YDERMS. 


()NfE  the  hard,  stern  justice  dealinj,% 
Held  the  mightiest  rt>gues  in  cherk. 

Now  they  seem  (h'void  of  feeling 
Save  })erhaps  ahout  the  neck. 

One  is  ignorant  altogether 

If  he  understandeth  not 
That  the  old  Behemoth's  leather 

Will  resist  the  shar])est  shot. 

Fusilade  the  alligator 

Basking  on  the  reedy  Nile, 

And  the  Nu])ian  nutmeg-gr.iter 
Mocks  vtai  with  a  hideous  smile. 
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mhnm;. 


NOAVr'. 


CoMK,    (N'iin'st,   t'Dliic  (lilt    \n  tllC  ^Mtc, 

To  yo'ir  sweet  little  imtiiiise  lie  true. 
Th(^  l)ir(l  nestles  (|(nvii  with  its  mate, 
And  I  am  still  waitin<'  for  vou. 


I  markcMl,  as  the  sun   set  this  eve, 

How  his  rays  did  your  winilow  adorn, 

As  if  lie  were  takin<;  fond  leave 

Of  the  fairest  and  Itest,  till  the  morn. 

No  land  now  enjoying'  his  beams 
Can  l)oast  of  a  treasure  so  fair 

As  the  shadowy  region  of  dreams 
Contains  when  your  imago  is  there. 


Come,  my  rosy-cheeked,  violet-eyed  mnso, 
With  a  beauty  surpassing  the  (hiy 

AVhen  it  blends  with  the  loveliest  huo'^ 
The  delicate  odors  of  Mav  I 


l'AI{IIN(i 


IHS.MM'nlMMKM 


lo: 


IWliTIMi 


Vale  tliil«'i!4,  vale  caru, 
llura  M'liit  iiiinc  iiniaru  ! 

Kauk  iIh'c  well  !  This  ltitt«'r  Inmr 
ClaiiMs  iii«'  witli  niiilii^Miiiiit  jinwcrl 


1) 


tl 


I  Iiavc  Ik'cii  lli«'  I'ovinj^  Ikm 
Tliuu,  tilt'  tiiily  tlowcr  fur  iiic  ; 
v\ll  the  past  a  suimiicr  iin«ni, 
(rohh'ii-hrij^hl,  Imt  llnl  too  soon. 

All  I    I  i'ouM  not  k(M'|)  my  ryt's 


ki 


On  the  cvcr-chan^Mn^f  skies 
Hut,  enchanted  to  the  spot, 
liapse  of  time  I  heeded    not 
Till,  for  safety  all  too  late, 
Storm  and  darkness  seal  niv  fate 


DISA  rPiUXTMEXT 


Kki-KNTI-Kss  tamer  of  our  j»ride, 
Stern  chastener  of  our  lives, 
Who  (lost  not  lay  th«!  frown  aside 


Whil 


e  vanitv  survives, 


Tis  thine  when,  jdeasin*^'  to  the  view 
Aris(^  the  forms  of  tempting  hue 


For  which  and)ition  strive.- 


Tis  tl 


nne 


tl 


le  onward  course 


to  1 


)ar, 


<  )r  scatter  the  delusion  far 


l()(i 


hISAIMNUM.MKNI' 


TInTf  is  iio  stat«'  iittJiiticd  l»v  niiiii 
Wliicli  tlinii  iiijiyt'st  iu»t  iiiv.itic 
Aiul  mock  till'  most  sa^M<'ioiis  plan 

iiy  human  wisdom  laid  ; 
In  cvrrv  i>rosjM'rt  and  pursuit 
An-  l»loss(»ms  tiiat  jiroducc  no  fruit, 

Kor  at  thv  touch  thcv  fade 
( )f  common  clay  thou  dost  i'onvincc 
Alike  the  peasant  and  the  [>rince. 


The  j^reat,  who  seemin^dy  controlled 


Tl 


le  nations  ( 


h'sti 


nv 


Have  seen  llieir  powi'r  ndax  its  hold 

And  how  to  thy  ih'cree. 
And  oh  I   tluf  h>wly  hcMrs  of  toil, 
Thou  s|»arest  not  their  h(>jtes  to  spoil, 


V 


un'  all  are  doomed  to  set 


I  to 


Some  pleasure,  deemed  almost  possessed, 
Kvanishiui:  at  thv  l>ehest. 


liut  all  uidovely  as  thou  art, 
Thou  «'omest  to  undeceive 
And  teach  arij^dit  the  erring'  heart, 

Too  ready  to  helieve. 
To  raise  and  rectify  tlu!  will. 
Armed  with  a  nohler  jturpose  still 

Its  mission  to  achieve, 
Kre  wooed  hy  j)loasure's  siren   son^ 
And  led  irrevoeahlv   wrouL'. 


snNNKTS. 
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T1i»'ii  |n*arr,  mimI  lu'iirt,  tinn-  is  not  lutw 

Knr  thcr  to  Id'cak  or  faint. 
Kfcall  tin-  shatlow  from  tin*  l»vow, 

AikI  Iu'.sIi  t)i«>  foii*l  <-oiM|>laiiit  ; 
For  still  tln'  (jin'iiclilcss  s(mi1  aspirt's 
Aliovc  tln'  ashes  of  (Icsirt's 

That  h'ave  a  mortal  taint ; 
And,  ^'rown  familiar  with  th'spair, 
Thou^'h  k(M'n  to  feci,  <an  stronj^ly  hear. 

TIm'  saplinj^'  piiH',  \vlnn  n»iintl  arc  strewn 

The  r»iins  of  the  year, 
is  rudely  tossed  hut  not  o'erlilown 

liy  winter  howlin«;  drear, 
And  thou^di  Ixuuunhin^'  frosts  have  rhilh'<l 
The  genial  life  its  veins  that  tilled, 

its  lira  M'hes  are  not  sere, 
And  there  aj^'ain  shall  music  ring 
When  milder  skies  restore  the  sjtriiig. 


S<>NNETS. 


I.  -TinO     rUUK    I'OKT. 

Hk  was  the  hard  who,  as  the  im|>uls«!  grew, 
I'jjraiscd  his  piercing  eye  ami  hrow  august   - 
Least  dimmed,  least  sullied  liy  the  sordi<l  dust  - 
And  comi>assed  with  a  clear,  exalted   view 

The  heavenly  and  the  human.     Thence  he  drew 
All  images  of  noble,  pure  and  just 
Within  harmonioiis  bond  :  a  sacre(l  trtist 
To  teach  his  race  and  virtuous  life  renew. 
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SONNKTS. 


How  sail,  wlu'iH'/cr  liis  l)rav('  i)erv(M"UMl  ])0\vers 
The  argument  divino  do  not  sustain, 
But,  all  enaniori'd  of  oartli's  pois(>nous  Howits, 

Imbibe  and  tlum  ditfuse  the  moral  1)ane  ! 

0  thou  brij^dit  goddess  !  in  his  maddest  hours. 
Thy  humblest  votary  from  sucli  detid  restr.iin. 

II. FRAXCESro    PETRAIU'A. 

1  BOAST  not  that  he  taught  Uie  how  to  sing. 
Or  trill  the  sonnet's  full  sym[»honious  chiiiip, 
For  that  sweet  nursling  of  tlu;  Ausonian  cliiiu: 
Still  shuns  the  harshness  of  a  ( r(^thii;  string. 

Yet,  if  I  may  the  grateful  tribute  bring. 
It  was  the  Hushing  of  his  sununer  tinu>, 
Instinct  with  love  and  resonant  with  rhyme, 
Tliat  added  warmth  to  my  late  northern  s|iriii>,'. 

The  gloomy  Mrs,  tliat  witli  tlie  tempest  roar, 
Seem  myrtles  gay  by  amorous  breezes  famied 
If  love  l)e  ripening  in  the  bosom's  eore. 

In  raee,  in  spcceii  antl  time  so  f,ir  apart. 

The  Tuscan's  strain  1  more  tlian  understand,  - 
It  sets  to  nuisic  e\('ry  passionate  heart! 

III.-      I  WENrV-FIVE. 

Stupendous  thought !  that  since  my  life  ])egun, 
This  rolling  sj)h(!re,  where  ih»  men  long  al)ide, 
Where  night  and  day  the  struggHng  hours  dividi', 
Has  sped  so  many  times  around  the  sun  ! 

Not  so  unerringly  my  life  has  run, 

Careless  of  steerage  i)ut  of  lookout  wide. 

That  has  perchance  some  distmt  realms  (K'scriiMi. 

Not  j)atent  to  the  gaze  of  every  one. 
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111  rt'ti'(»s|  eel.  some  sad  (Miiotioiis  rise, 
('iiinixcd  with  fruitless  longings  to  return. 
Nil  itucriic  feai's  possess  nie  ;   though  my  eyes, 

Clt'aii'r  than  aught  heside,  tliis  truth  disoern 
That  the  vast  Hood  whereon  J  sail  or  drift 
llcconies  more  violent  as  the  tide  grows  swift. 

IV. TU    IIIE    SERVIANS,    1877- 

(>.\  Servians!   in  tlie  name  of  C/erni  (reorge, 
Who  fell  l)y  treason's  loullest,  darkest  scheme, 
l)('iieath  whose  l)anner,  like  a  stormful  stream, 
^'(luv  hardy  sires  poured  down  the  mountain  gorge  ! 

Strike  I   for  the  ehains  your  Moslem  masters  forg(^ 
JMith  shame  your  manhood  and  your  faith  blas])hemo, 
And,  howsoever  bearable  they  s(M'm, 
Their  liglitest  links  cut  deeper  than  the  s\vord. 

Vnur  call  to  arms  should  ling  through  Kuro})e's  sky — 
A  trum])et  giving  no  uncertain  sound, 
Down  with  that  tierce,  aggressive  Koreish  lie  ! 

It  shall  not  take  deep  root  on  Grecian  ground. 
It  must  not  lift  its  waning  moon  as  higli 
As  that  brave  standard  patriots  rally  round  ! 


V.  —  ASPIRATION. 

Av.  though  no  other  hand  in  all  the  earth 
Attempt  the  lyre  with  .  uch  discordant  sound 
And  tliiunes  so  lowlv,  thereto  am  I  bound 

t.'   / 

AVitli  feelings  strong  as  are  the  ties  of  birth. 
Would   heaven  they  showed  not  such  a  wintry  dearth 
<>f  higli  and  good  ;  but  oft  the  cause  is  found 
Not  in  the  tree  Imt  in  the  sterile  ground 
That  renders  fruitage  scant  or  little  worth. 


no 


fSONNETiS. 


The  olivo,  sage  Athene's  gift  of  yore, 

Was  but  but  the  veriest  wilding  of  the  ^va^<te 
Till,  nurture  I  on  the  genial  Attic  shore, 

The  tenii)les  of  the  immortal  gods  it  graced. 
Oh  might  one  wreath  of  mine — 1  ask  no  more 
Be  for  the  honor  of  mv  country  ])laced  ! 

VI. — i/amohe  e  l'amk'izia. 
{Sent  to  the  Author  by  a  Friend.) 

Lorche  del  serpe  ai  lusinghieri  accenti 
Eva  die  ascolto,  ed  il  fatah^  frutto 
( histo,  una  atro(!e  eredita  di  lutto 
Prepared  dessu  alle  future  genti. 

O  colpu  })regno  d'inhniti  stenti 

Per  cui  fu  condann.ito  il  mondo  tutto 
Agli  aflanni  e  alia  morte  e  fu  condutto 
Ai  sospiri,  ai  pianti  ed  ai  lamenti ! 

Ma  sulla  terra,  si  misera,  volse 

L'Eterno  un  sguardo  dal  celeste  trono, 
E  pietade  di  lei  nel  seno  accolse  : 

Ed  a  sollievo  d'un  stato  si  rio, 
D'amore  e  d  amicizia  le  fe  dono, 
Per  cui  il  mortal  })iu  s'assomiglia  a  I)io. 

VII. — LOVE    AND    FRIENDSHIP. 

[Translation  of  the  foregoing  Sonnet.) 

When  the  dire  snake's  delusive  speech  ])revailetl 
And  guileless  Eve  partook  the  fruit  forbid, 
A  rueful  heritage  within  it  hid 
Was  then  on  all  the  future  race  entailed. 
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SONNETH. 


Ill 


()  fault,  throTighoiit  eternity  bewailed  ! 

Disaster  that  the  infant  world  undid, 

While  i)ain  and  death,  all-conquering,  stalked  amid 

Sighs,  tears  and  groans  which  the  dread  triumph  hailed. 
Vet  oil  the  earth,  so  wretched  'neath  the  stroke. 

The  Eternal  looked  from  his  celestial  throne 

Aiul  in  her  plea  divinest  pity  spoki;. 
Then  first,  to  mitigate  the  afflictive  rod. 

Were  given  her  love  and  friendship  as  her  own, 

Bv  which  the  mortal  most  resembles  Clod. 


Viii. — TO    CAPT.    H.    C.    MCWHORTER,    VIRGINIA,    U.  S. 

0  FRIEND,  with  whom  I  had  full  many  a  ramble, 
And  pleasant  converse,  on  Kanawha's  bank — 
Screened  from  the  ardent  noon  by  willows  dank, 
(Jr  in  retreats  close-fenced  by  flowering  bramble, 

Wh"ve  moonlit  fairies  undisturbed  might  gambol— 
Your  voice  and  arm  were  in  the  foremost  rank 
To  hid  vile  slavery's  chain  no  longer  clank 
In  mockery  of  that  charter's  grand  preamble. 

Since,  nobly  merited,  the  peoi)le's  trust 
Calls  you  in  legislative  si)here  to  move, 
You  will  not  only  hold  that  axiom  just, 

But  by  a  living  demonstration  prove 
That,  though  all  men  are  equal  by  their  birth, 
Virtue  alone  confers  superior  worth.* 


Les  hoinmes   sont    egaux  ;   ce  n'est  pas  la  naissance, 
'est  la  vertu  seule  qui  fait  la  difference.  —  Voltaire. 
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IX.  —  FRANCESCO  S    LOST    LOVE. 

(>  DARK  (1('V( tilling,'  f'Mvtli  I   I  envy  tlioe 

The  trcMsiiic  cla^iirtl  witliiii  thy  cold  cinhritcc  1 
Tliat  Inviii^  form  and  that  cxctdliiig  grace, 
Wliii'h  I  no  more,  oh  I  iicvcriiiorc  sliall  sec  I 

I  envy  liravcii.  wlicrc.  ever  ]>ure  and  free- 
As  angels  are  from  any  mortal  trace, 
Her  hapjiy  spirit  glads  the  holy  place 
That  seems  so  inaccessihle  to  me. 

1  envy  all  the  sainted  throng  wlio  share 

Her  company  and  hear  her  sweetly  s})eak — 
That  serai)h  voice  which  1  S(t  sadly  miss  ! 

])Ut  most  1  en\y  death  the  ])leasure  rare 
( )f  feasting  on  so  delicate  a  cluH'k, 
From  which  my  li])s  have  taken  the  farewell  k'<>. 


MIDNUaiT, 


StilU 


Ruhii  ohe.i  die  Steri)c  uiid  unten  die  Grii\;Qr.—Go"th(>. 

Tis  the  dirk  lionr.  whose  touch  has  often  froze 
I^ife's  pulsitig  fount.      Dear  (rod  !  I  cannot  sleep. 
1  think  upon  th(»s(»  cruel  wounds  and  deep 
From  whence  the  healing  of  the  nations  flows. 

"  He  giveth  his  heloved  sleep."     They  close 

Theii'  eves  in  peace  while  1  must  wake  and  weep. 

The  stars,  the  graves  uni>ityiiig  silence  keep  : 

i  plead  iu  vain — the  hlack  air  gasps,  Who  know; 

Oh  yet  th(^  heart   recoils  with  shuddering  chill, 
As  vivid  thought  forecasts  the  fatal  term 
And  shows  the  clay,  mute,  i)allid,  cold  and  still  ! 

How  soon,  how  --afl  I  And  can  the  vital  germ 
Survive  the  worlds  eternal  space  that  fill? — 
Oh  let  them  pass,  hut  let  my  faith  he  firm  ! 


SOXNKTS. 
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XI.     -DESPAIR. 

Tiu»L'  art  not  all  ungracious,  wan  (U'spair  : 
Although  I  cannot  love  the  downcast  eye. 
From  long  ac([uaintance  1  can  tt'stifv 
That  that  no  dece]»ti<^n  ever  lurketh  tliere. 

Beauty  is  false  at  heart,  or  does  hut  wear 
An  evanescent  lustre  ;  riches  fly  ; 
Anihition  falters  wlien  the  goal  is  nigh. 
And  friendship  varies  like  our  nortluTii  air. 

i^)iit  thou,  who  didst  impress  my  early  years, 
Through  every  change,  art  faithful  to  me  yet ; 
And  this  1  owe  thee,  that  no  craven  fears 

('■111  daunt  nie  now,  whatever  ills  heset. 
Thine  is  the  wisdom  pleasuie's  pam}>ered  dears 
Can  never  learn,  nor  miserv's  sons  forget. 

'I/O 


XII. RESIGNATION. 

<*  MOTHER  earth  !  to  thee  1  l)end  my  eyes 
Aching  and  hlinded  with  their  tearful  quest. 
1  heg  thy  cold  heart  for  eternal  rest. 
For  thine  is  not  tlie  Avorni  that  never  dies. 

P)eliold  how  hel[)less  thy  lost  otfspring  lies  ! 
Behold  his  hot  and  wasted  cheek  is  pressed 
Close  to  thy  frosty,  iinres})oiisive  breast 
In  agony  which  mocks  the  su})pliant's  cries  ! 

B)i<l  the  delirious  struggle  cease — I  yield 
And  strive  no  longer    -passive  and  resigned 
To  meet  the  worst  that  fate  may  hold  concealed  .*- 

No  hopes,  no  fears,  no  will. — But  lo  !  I  find 
As  (juick  as  light,  that  the  great  grief  is  liealed 
And  perfect  calm  pervades  the  rescued  mind  ! 
8 
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HON  NETS. 


XIII.     -SANTA    SKLVA. 

O  DiM-AisiiEi)  wood  !  IK)  pilliiri'd  fane  so  grainl, 
So  sa(;rtHl  in  tht^  old  luxurious  Kast 
When  (MishioiKui  kingship  knelt  before  the  prit^st 
In  all  tlio  poni]>  at  tyranny's  command  ! 

This  place  is  for  a  loftier  worship  planned  : 
The  rites  mysterious  and  the  solemn  feast 
Are  in  their  purity  where  ])ird  and  beast 
Blcfnl  not,  but  feed  from  nature's  bounteous  hand. 
Hence,  ye  profane  ones  I  This  is  holy  ground, 
Where  through  each  <[uickened  sense  wemayimhiho 
The  balm,  the  bloom  that  make  the  sick  heart  sound. 

A  thousand  leaves  here  spread  their  knowledge  froo,  - 
All  undistorted  by  the  meddling  scribe. 
All  unperverted  l>y  the  Pharisees 


XIV.  —THE    DEAD    PRINCE. 

[My  regret  at  the  tra;.ic  death  of  the  young  Fiench 
adventurer,  killed  hy  the  Zulus,  June,  1878,  was  genuine, 
and  for  that  reason  alone,  I  have  retained  this  sonnet,  writteu 
at  the  time.  My  views  concerning  princes  and  republics  have 
since  become  greatly  modified.  ] 

Mourn  for  tlie  imperial  soldier-son  of  France  ! 
But  never  can  barbarian  gore  atone 
For  that  high  Idood.     All  nations,  even  his  own, 
May  well  lament  I )lind  war's  accurst  mischance  I 

Yet  rests  the  hmI  stain  of  this  sad  romance, 
Not  on  the  savage  assegai  alone, 
But  on  the  edict  which  against  his  throne 
And  Inrthright  sternly  bent  the  civil  lance. 
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C!il)i'ioi(His  land,  divided  to  deny 
Thy  prince  the  hoj)e  lie  now  Hnrrendereth, 
Unite  once  more  ;  his  banishnient  is  ))y  ; 

Ho  rules  thee  in  the  majesty  of  death  - 
More  hearts  are  moved  by  his  exj»iring  sigh 
Than  by  the  [)rou(l  rejmblic's  living  breath  ! 

XV.  —TO    THE    CITY    OF    HALIFAX. 

Shk  sits  not  in  the  sj)lendor  of  renown 

Xor  girt  with  grandenr,  like  some  cities  oM, 
Nor  teeming  wide  with  mnltitudes  untold, 
Vet  prestige  gathers  to  her  granite  (  rown 

That  daunts  invasion  with  a  thunderons  frown  ; 
While,  mantled  'neath  the  British  banner's  fold, 
For  higher  triumph  and  with  fearless  hold. 
Peace  waves  the  olive  o'er  our  mother-town. 

Nor  shall  she  from  that  better  contest  shrink 
That  calls  the  vigorous  mind,  the  skilful  hand 
To  forge  in  history's  chain  the  brightest  link  : 

The  keen-eyed  genius  of  my  native  land 
Still  fosters  on  this  noble  haven's  brink 
Such  hearts  as  filled  Cornwallis'  pioneer  band. 


XVI. — TO    MISS 


Du  bist  mir  iiah  und  dooh  so  fern. 

Veil  not  that  glance  l)eneath  the  tender  lid  ; 
For  in  the  azure  of  those  queenly  eyes — 
'^he  rarest  dowry  of  indulgent  skies  — 
I  still  adore  what  my  repose  undid. 


IK) 


SONNETS. 


Witli  voiir  (Icjir  ima^M'  in  my  Itosoni  liid. 
The  secret  of"  oui'  iiiutual  juission  lies, 
Wliicli  time,  Jior  ('hiin,y;o,  the  less  has  made,  jiie  prizf. 
Nor  cold  discretion  from  its  jdace  lias  chid. 

All  !  ne'er  a^ain,  as  heretofore,  wc  nioct  ; 
Yet  life  is  not  all  cheerless  and  fcn'lorn, 
While  oft  oar  fervent  looks  each  other  greet, 

As  zephyr  greets  the  blushing  rose  at  morn  ; 
Full  light  he  pussess,  hnt  her  spirit  sweet, 
Caught  all  unseen,  away  with  liini  is  boni(!. 


XVII.  -niiA:;DKZZA. 

Dkh  !  foss'  io  qualche  eosa  uellu  stato 
Ove  si  inostra  una  sontuosa  festa, 
Mentre  la  Xuova  Scozia  e  tutta  niesta, 
Alinen  sarcn  dal  greggi;  mio  lodato. 

(4)uale  un  tauro,  di  notte  errando  in  prato, 
A  I'orto  vit^ne,  e  colla  sua  testa 
Crollar  fa  sasso  e  legno  e  noii  s'arresta 
Finch'ahhia  ognuno  frutto  e  tior  mangiato 

Cosi,  talor,  faniio  i  jiiu  degni  eroi — 
11  paladin  (Tiovanni  e  il  gran  Topero — 
Capaci  a  spoliar  il  Canada  e  poi 

Rubare  (piesto  uol)il  eniis))ero  ; 

Ma  tutttivolta,  viengo  innanzi  a,  voi, 
Sprezzando  ro[)ere  <lel  serpen  nero. 


XVIII. — TO    A    YOUNG    LADY. 

How  rarely  are  those  precious  gifts  combined — 
The  playful  wit  and  the  exalted  thought, 
Staid  wisdom's  look  on  brows  so  smoothly  wrought, 
Like  flower  and  fruitage  in  one  wreath  entwined. 


SONNETS. 

From  siH'li  iinit<Ml  c'lianiis  of  form  ami  iiiiiul 
Mctliinks  tlic  (h'ocifui  sn^i^s  nwiHi  hnxo  ('iiu«:;lit 
Tlicir  liri<,'lit('st  iuspiration,  wlicn  tlu\v  tuui^'lit 
That  loveliest  s[)irits  loveliest  lod^'eiueiits  find. 

Some  liapity  planet  blessed  your  natal  hour 
With  light  to  cheer  misfortune's  cloudy  days, 
Ch':Uigin<^',  by  charity's  benignant  power, 

Th(5  voice  of  sadness  to  the  note  of  jiraise  ; 
As  when,  ui>risen  from  the  crushing  shower, 
Xcw  bt'autv  blossoms  in  the  vernal  ravs. 
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XIX.— TIIK    HAFEST    GUIDE. 

No  siar  was  lighted  in  the  shivering  air  ; 
All  round  w;is  (hirk  as  woods  at  night  can  be ; 
And  the  trees  laid  their  ghostly  hands  on  nie. 
As  wondering  whether  mortal  vimtured  there. 

My  thoughts  were  all  within  me,  clustering  wliere 
The  blessed  dews  of  human  symjtathy 
Jhid  fallen  and  refreshed  al)undantlv 
What  late  had  been  a  desert  ])arched  and  bare. 

And  I  [)assed  on\vard,  tlunigh  the  j)ath  was  lost  — 
A  blackened  maze — unto  a  place  secure. 
Nor  could  discern  what  served  me  as  a  guide. 

So  have  I  learned — but  ah,  what  pain  it  cost  !— 
That  reason's  day  cannot  my  steps  assure 
Like  love's  encheering  whisper  by  my  side. 


XX. — CAllISSIMA. 

(^>UE(JLi  ocelli  non  velino  il  sjilendor  loro 
Sotto  il  bel  (;igli(».  tener  come  il  f rondo  I 
Vero  e  che  lor  I  jlta  cacci6  dal  mondo 
La  mia  ])ace  ;  aiizi  caldo  I'adoro. 
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SUPKRHTITION. 


Sicronic  un  avaro  nasiTuido  I'oro, 

La  iin'inoria  del  nostr'  amor  nasconflo 

CoUa  tua  s(Miil»iai)za,  si  profondo 

Nel  cuor,  chc;  nionti*  tocci  il  ^nm  tesont. 

Ci  maura  adora  il  dolco  abhracciaincuto, 
II  bacio  pill  ('(^U'stc,  (mI  altra  uosa 
Taiito  soavc  al  volcr  giovcnilo. 

1 1  vedei'ti  mi  godc  :  sono  iiii  vciito 
(Jhi  passa  furtivo  la  fresca  rosa 
K  so(;o  })orta  il  siio  spirto  gentile  ! 


»S  UPERSTITION. 


INHCRIBED    TO    SWINBURNE. 


T^K  Tiiailc'd  giant  stalks  the  field, 

His  ensign  pieced  with  many  a  pall. 
His  greaves,  his  helmet  and  his  shield 

Are  dismal  j)roofs  of  rea.son's  fall. 
His  challenge  chills  the  blood  of  all 

Till  every  brow  is  white  and  damj), 
And  even  the  goodly  frame  of  8aul 

Sits  cowering  in  the  huddled  camp. 

Who  is  yon  supple,  ruddy  youth  ? 

He  comes  with  laughter  cm  his  lip  ; 
He  brings  that  pebble,  polished  smooth 

By  waves  of  song,  within  his  scrip. 
And,  from  the  sil)il{uit  line  let  slip, 

It  parts  the  spectre's  cloud-built  brain. 
Then  truth,  advancing,  smiteth  hip 

And  thiuh  the  whole  infernal  train. 


iilE     liUMKI.KK     K(i()T|HM. 


Ill) 
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THE    UVMHLEH    bUiOTIHM. 


'VO 


ISiNCK  you  and  I  liave  hocii  so  lon^  a(;(iuainted, 
It  needs  no  Rafael'H  brush,  no  Dante's  ])en 

To  get  niy-'^elf  in  each  })artieular  painted 
So  you  will  know  nie  when  me  meet  aj^ain. 

Too  much  be-devilled  or  too  sadly  sainted 
Are  the  extremes  whidi  mark  the  sons  of  men 

Who  rise  by  notes  upon  Apollo's  fiddle : 

Now  place  me  anywhere  but  in  the  middle, 

I  am,  in  fact,  a  creature  of  emotion, 

Earth-born  and  on  her  lines  exactly  planned. 

Eivc-sixths  of  me  is  feeling's  mobile  ocean, 
The  other  sixth  is  reason's  solid  land. 

Vibrating  'twixt  aversion  and  devotion, 
Twixt  Greiinland's  bergs  and  Afric's  golden  sand, 

Th'  unstable  element's  evaporation 

Clothes  the  bare  rock  wiLh  comely  vegetation. 

All  I  this  will  make  their  stolid  systems  prickle 
Who  frown  on  sentiment,  severely  grave. 

They  know  not  that  the  thousand  rills  that  trickle 
From  symi)athy,  the  fainting  lives  to  save  ; 

And  memory's  lucent  and  embalming  pickle 

Are  both  distilled  from  passion's  chainless  wave, 

Which,  mild  or  boisterous  in  its  constant  action, 

Pieserves  the  whole  rank  mass  from  putrefaction. 
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THK     m'Mni.KIl     KCOTISM. 


Vnt  rtiMisihility  is  hut  m  i^'ift 

Of  wlncli  posterity  nloiic  is  proud. 

Tli«'  (larkcnctl  dust  lucii  oiicc  essayed  to  sift 
Hccoiues  their  desert  ^'uide  of  fire  and  eloini. 

r»ut  life  soon  ^M'ows  a  ^'rievous  load  to  lift, 
So  richly  iind  jx'cidiarly  endowed 

With  t;dents  for  anotlier's  need  availahle, 


But  f 


or  youi'  own,  uneertaui  and  unsalahh 


( )h  yc^s,  UMsalahle  heeause  unhou^ht, 

A  gift  iiMpart«'d  for  the  general  pleasure  ; 

Hut  still  ignored,  unprized  and  set  at  nought 

When  g;iuge(l  and  reckoned  hy  thestandiird  lucii^iiin 

Though  all  the  \\'\u\{\  the  grains  of  finest  tliouglit 
Line  the  grey  cells  like  (h'eply-l)Uiied  treasure, 

They  ne'ei'  attract  tlie  world's  an  iteh-liaz(d  rod 

Which  turn(  th  always  to  the  senseless  clod. 


I  stand  sometimes  aghast,  examining 
How  good  and  evil  in  my  make  \niit(^ 

'Tis  universal,  for  the  mountains  fling 

The  (UM'pest  shadow  and  tlie  rosiest  light 

All  witli  the  lioney  is  tlie  horrid  stin 


k; 


Th<^  moutli  is  fasliioned  hoth  to  kiss  and  hite 
And  thus  the  ojtposites  so  nu*et  and  mingh^ 


That 


one  from  t'other  L  can  scarcely  sintfle. 


I  claim  sonu^  virtue,  though  it  shine  at  hest 

Like  tire  though   coals    which   feed   the   flame,  iin 

[smctlK'i'. 


If  I  1 


lave 


foil 


les 


ai 


id  it  is  confessed- 


They  have  hut  cursed  myself  and  not  another, 
As  for  my  kindness,  let  my  diieds  attest : 
Hcilieve  me,  I'd  call  any  man  my  hrother. 


THK     lIUMin.KK     K(iOIIHM. 


I'Jl 


# 


# 


# 
# 


# 


As  for  tliosf  lu.vstci'ics,  slijidcd  yi^t  suhliinn, 
Tliroii^'li  wliicli  the  nicp  itrodij^riously  lias  striven 

liv  jiyramitl  mikI  s|>ii('  tin*  skies  to  cliiiil), — 
Wcij^'litt'tl  with  chiiiiis  not  yot  entirely  rivon, 

Sci'kitig  ihrou^'li  medium  of  a  real  crime 
Tn  \H'i  a  supjiositioiis  sin  forgiven — 

My  yoiitli  was  one  lon^'  ))anoramie  vision 

nf  luith  extremes —Tartarean  and  Klysian. 


Ah 


I 


lusl  as  soon  as  ]  was  horn  a  sinner, 
I  fairly  overHowed  with  innate  juety, 

liiit  found  the  dogmas,  like  tht^  Hidalgo's  dinner, 
Of  food  too  scant,  of  clotii  too  nnudi  variety. 

And  since  hetwixt  the  outward  man  and  inner, 
Twixt  faith  and  works,  I  note  thc^  contrariety, 

I  am,  like  Horace,  as  a  natural  seiiuenee, 

'•  Tiuvus  deorum  cidtor  et  infrei|uens. 


"* 


Vet  I  have  shunned  the  sin  of  Socrates, 

That  grand  mistake  of  all  earth's  foolish  bold  (mes, 
Who  seek  to  introduce  new  deities. — 


I  might  have  voted  to  depose  the  old  ones  ; 
l)Ut  need  their  helji  against- -my  enemies? 

<  Ml  no  ;  against  my  friends,  those  hot  and  cold  one> 
AVIio,  tilling  uj)  their  jovial  hendockf  bowls, 
Press  uie  to  drink  the  health  of  all  their  souls  ! 


*  A  scant  and  rare  adorer  of  the  gods. 

+  I'he  readers  will  scarcely  need  to  l)e  reminded  tliat  this 
was  tjit;  venomous  decoction  to  wliich  the  Athenians  treated 
their  (iistinguished  townsman. 
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THK     HUMBIiER     RGOTISM. 


If  1  have  any  idol,  'tis  not  verse ; 

I  live  not  l\y  it  and  can  die  withont  it. 
I  don't  want  I^egasus  to  draw  my  hearse 

Lest  tender-hearted  folks  might  talk  about  it 
Whether  the  beast  or  T  appeared  the  worse, 

Somebody  would  be  sure  to  spy  and  shout  it. 
A  mortal  needs  not  elegy  nor  ode 
To  keep  the  cold  from  out  liis  last  abode. 


And  yet  to  me  the  muse  has  not  been  charmless, 
One  of  the  nine, — I  may  not  tell  her  name. 

1  thought  her  lovely  and  she  thought  me  harmless, 
And  that  is  how  the  casual  courtship  came. 

The  rudest  swain  of  any — herdless,  farmless, 
I  wooed  her  in  a  manner,  not  the  same 

As  the  Arcadians  did  to  mellow  flutes ; 

Yet  she  consented.      What  may  be  the  fruits  ? 

If  they  should  see  the  light,  I'll  ne'er  accuse 
The  sovereign  public,  howsoe'er  they  treat  them. 

If  deail-born  otlspring  of  the  laboring  muse, 

No  stabs  can  hurt,  no  puff's  with  life  can  heat  tlicni. 

Nor  will  the  world  their  burial  rites  refuse, 

And  this  werc^  sad,  but  better  than  to  meet  them 

Ill-mannered  vagrants  through  the  country  stragiiiin^f 

In  cliarity's  thin  garb     *     *     * 

Yet  fear  1  not  the  worst  that  may  betide  ; 

My  friends,  though  very  few,  are  kind  and  trtistv. 
I  was  a  child  wlien  criticism  died — 

Her  soul  went  out  with  Christopher  the  crustv.* 


*  John  Wilson,  professor  of  moral  philosophy  in  Ediu 
burgh,  died  1854.  Under  the  name  of  Cliristopher  Nortli,  he 
contributed  "Specimens  of  the  British  Critics"  to  Blackwood's 
Magazine. 


I  HE     HUMBLER     EGOTISM. 
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I  S(»iiH'  wear  Ikt  stolen  rainer  by  their  side, 

Hut  (uiiiiiot  draw  it,  'tis  so  very  rusty  ; 
I  And  grave  dame  Science  will  not  bring  the  birch  in 
i  To  puiiisli  nie,  who  never  was  her  urchin. 

Voiir  random  authors  surely  never  should 
H'j  judged  exclusively  by  what  they  write  ; 
'i  For  all  the  circumstances  understood 

May  show  them  in  a  higher,  happier  light. 

Size  of  the  tree  or  fineness  of  the  wood 
Who  can  pronounce  with  but  the  leaves  in  sight? 

'Tis  not  so  much  the  vital  inner  essence 

As  tlie  vague  air  that  feeds  the  frail  excrescence. 


I  Aiul  those  who  judge  shouUi  not  be  too  unsparing. 
Remembering  in  the  liberties  the}--  take, 

They  build  themselves  no  monument  by  rearing, 
For  other's  fame,  the  gibl)et  and  the  stake. 

iVsides,  liow  easy  'tis — don't  think  I'm  swearing  — 
To  damn  the  stanza  which  they  could  not  make. 

Vet  th»' true  flame,  when  they  would  quen(di  it,  suiters 

Xo  more  than  does  the  candle  from  the  snuffers. 


I    "Oh  that  mi.ue  enemv  liad  writ  a  book  !" 
Cried  }>atient  Job  in  all  his  sore  affliction. 
(Whicli,  ]>y  the  way,  far  l)etter  he  could  brook 
Thau  mild  reproof  and  genial  contradiction.) 
Aud  what  a  sweet  revenge  he  could  hav(i  took. 

Turning  his  author's  facts  all  into  fiction, 
His  liuest  fancies  into  coarsest  facts 
I    That  any  simjjle  villager  enacts  ! 
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THE     HUMBLER     EGOTISM. 


Still,  watchful  criticisiu  lias  Itoon  noedoil 
And  will  be,  for  the  ever-hroadeiiiiig  tiold 

Of  letters  must  be  rij^n-trouisly  weeded 

Of  all  things  foreign  to  its  wholesome  yield. 

Our  |)rc:-'ent  crop  of  bards  is  scarce  exceeded 
By  uwinkling  stars  on  autumn  nights  revealed 

Their  harmony  is  grand,  but  cannot  reach  us 

Till  tuned  to  something  that  is  fit  to  teach  us. 


We  (;ften  think  we  have  our  eyes  on  fame. 

Di.scoviU'ing  late  in  life  the  silly  wrong  : 
For  f  )llv,  on  a  dull  dav,  looks  the  same, 

Most  easily  mistaken  'mid  the  throng. 
J  knew  a  man — he  shall  be  without  name  — 

Who  (diased  an  ai)]>arition  very  long 
Thinking  'twas  she  who  bears  the  silver  truiiUM'i. 
And  all  the  while  it  was  the  other , 


I,  in  ca[)acity  of  man,  not  poet, 

You  as  the  same,  besi»les  a  right  good  fellow. 
"  Have  done  the  state  some  service,  and  thev  knn.v  it, 

8o  take  the  dving  words  of  grim  Othello. 
But  gratitude— -few  climates  now  caii  grow  it 

Without  an  earlv  sign  of  sere  and  vellow — 
Ls  always  better  hite  than  never  shown, 
And  most  approj^riate  when  graven  in  stone. 


THE     WISH. 
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THE    WISH. 


A    I.VniAN    LKGEND. 


P  L(iN(i  a^t's  Mgn  -su  the  rhi'oniclos  say — 
The  mass  of  iiiankind  liad  loino  widely  astray. 

I  l!ut  tlii^  vices  that  \n\\j  tlie  pah*  yirtues  to  rout 
III  a  Lvdiaii  iiroyiiice  hroke  yioh'iitly  out. 

The  cliurcli  was  ft'iiccd  oft' in  tvxv)  well-defined  groups 

(hi  one  side  iniposters,  on  t'other  side,  dui)es ; 

Fur  tl"('  priestly  ])rnfession  was— -mark  me — was  then 

The  craftiest  craft  'mong  the  fdiildren  of  men. 

The  deyotee  brought  them  the  Hower  of  his  tlock 

Air!  the  prince  of  his  poultry— a  kid  and  a  cock. 

Thou  tlie  wily  old  })riest,  putting  up  for  a  wizard. 

Minutely  inspected  the  liyer  ami  gizzard. 

This  autopsy  done,  he  ])roceeded  to  preach 

A  gliostly  harangue  in  ambiguous  speech, 


Tl 


len. 


ly  as  a  fox  and  shari)-set  as  a  shark  i> 


Wduiid  u})  his  deyotions  and  ate  up  the  carcass. 
So  some  were  too  feeble  and  others  too  strong 
In  opinion — and  both  sides  were  equally  ^vrong  ; 
Where  some  belieye  all  that  is  taught  in  the  schools 
And  the  rest  l)elieye  nothing,  both  classes  are  fools. 

riic  state  was  distracted  from  more  than  one  cause, 

I)iit  chietly  the  suj)erabundance  of  laws  ; 

And  next,  in  default  of  old  scutcheons  and  tro})liies, 

riic  titles  besto\yed  u})on  peoi)le  in  office. 

In  half  an  hour's  walk  Imlf  a  score  could  be  pointed 

'hit  to  vou,  as  honored  and  oiled  and  anointed. 
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Ev(3ry  iiiiin  who  was  fitted  for  l»ri])ory  (-r  hartor 
Might  work  his  way  uj)  to  a  knight  of  the  garter. 
These  kiiiglits  were  not  duhbed  l)y  a  king  or  a  (\\\w\\. 
The  joh  was  performed  by  a  patent  macliine, 
Wliich  ahead  of  all  time  ke])t  revolving  so  fast 
That  every  hour  counted  its  "  knight  before  last." 

Civic  honors  were  gained  not  by  merit  or  chance, 
They  were  sure  to  the  man  who  had  cash  to  advamv, 
And  catcliing  a  mackerel  ])y  throwing  a  sprat 
Was  an  art  that  land-Hshers  were  skilfullest  at. 
The  trader  bowed  down  to  a  secular  god, 
And  laid  on  his  altar  the  first-fruits  of  fraud. 
And  the  court-jester  larded  his  rather  ihin  praise 
With  "this  marvellous  age,"  and  "these  go-ahead  Jiivs!' 

The  hoariest  legends  located  the  fount 
Of  learning  beyond  the  Imalian  mount, 
But  the  Lydian  masters  held  all  knowledge  spruii*,' 
From  Gyges'  good  head  and  Candaules'  smooth  toii^nn'. 
The  deepest  researches  had  never  yet  dived 
To  the  source  whence  the  al|)habet  marks  were  derivcil; 
Some  (daimed  that  old  Egy[)t,  which  idolized  beasts 
The  founder  of  caste  and  the  mother  of  priests  - 
When  with  writings  hieratic  her  temples  were  full, 
Modelled  "  A  "  off  of  Apis — her  sacroscanct  bull. 
While  others  (and  these  were  the  true  orthodox) 
Swore  that  "A"  came  from  Aleph,  the  Hebrew  for  i)X 
So  they  argued  and  wrangled  it  out,  till  the  seat 
Of  science  was  warmed  with  })olemiaal  heat, 
And  neither  the  |)oint  in  dispute  would  surrender 
Though  it  did  not  amount  to  a  difference  in  gender. 
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Their  })0(?t  was  perolied  ill  ca  goldon-wirod  cage 
And  wurblcd  his  notes  from  a  black-lettered  page, 
Or  fluted  his  fertilised  soul  through  a  reed 
That  spiDuted  coeval  with  mummy-wheat  seed. 
Yet  he  moulded  his  flowerets  with  wax  of  his  own 
Till  they  looked  like  King  Tomkins's  blossoms  m^w. 

blown. 
Hut  all  over  the  country,  a  numberless  hoi'de 
Twanged  loud  on  the  nation's  superb  monochord. 
That  sorely-rasped  wire  they  had  learned  to  inflect 
From  the  bad  to  the  worse,  with  tremendous  effect, 
Till  Orpheus  slunk  to  the  pit  with  his  strum, 
And  the  gods  were  amazed  and  tlie  muses  were  dund». 

The  government's  head  was  the  chief  of  a  ring, 
(The  style  of  repuldics  where  money  is  king,) 
Who,  with  nurs(*ry  tales  of  a  kingdom  to  come. 
Kept  his  hand  in  tlie  chest  and  the  crowd  'neath  his 

thumb. 
Adorned  and  puffed  up  with  his  Tyrian  vest. 
He  would  listen  to  nought  but  his  own  little  jest, 
Vet  every  nigiit  witnessed  his  statesman-like  tact. 
And  morn  alwavs  bluslied  on  another  new  act. 
The  boors  and  the  burghers  were  noldy  content 
To  lie  robbed  of  their  living  and  bribed  with  a  cent, 
And  they  truckled  before  them  as  if  to  a  god. 
Yea,  they  put  down  tludr  breeches  and  gave  him  the 

rod  ! 

8till  yearly  did  strife  and  contention  increase 
Till  thousands  of  Clodpates  were  sworn  of  the  peace, 
And  the  judges,  unstained  by  the  dust  of  their  shelves. 
Sold  judgment  to  all  and  kept  none  for  themselves. 
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Fast  life  liad  oiitstrii)|)etl  tlie  old  laws  of  (rx(;]iaiigi' 
And  givon  false  credit  unlimited  range, 
Till  the  men,  whirse  initials  were  good  as  a  bond, 
Were  the  last  to  pay  uj)  and  the  first  to  ahseond. 

Tt  seems,  in  this  wretehed  condition  of  things, 
That  Jove  was  su]>renie  over  senates  and  king.-^, 
Whose  sul)jects  rebelled,  not  by  lead  or  cold  stoel, 
Hut  by  sending  to  heaven  their  final  ai)peal. 
He  bended  his  brows  o'er  that  scene  of  distress 
And  issued  a  mandate  for  s})eedy  redress. 
For  his  ear  of  compassion  no  cry  is  too  faint, 
Xo  evil  so  strong  as  to  brave  his  restraint. 
Then  summoning  Hermes — his  envoy  to  earth — 
He  said,  "  1  confide  in  your  wisdom  and  worth. 
F\x  down  to  yon  ant-hill  and  leaven  the  nations 
With  radical  doctrine  of  wise  innovations. 
Apply  the  same  whok'some  correctives  to  all. 
And  leave  unreformed  neither  hovel  nor  hall. 
Here  are  prenuums  and  i)ains.      Be  as  tender  as  just. 
Bestow  where  vou  can,  and  inflict  where  vou  must." 


Now  Hermes,  the  lively  Olympian  scout 
Whose  whole  occupation  was  flying  about, 
Could  accompli.sh  a  trip  thrcmgh  the  heavens  as  .sumu 
And  with  far  less  display  than  a  modern  balloon. 
So,  willing  and  prompt,  not  a  meteor  more  swift 
When  just  from  the  pole  it  has  broken  adrift, 
Plumb  downward  he  dived  through  the  ether  profouin 
And  ere  you  could  tell  it,  was  safe  on  the  ground. 
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Mil  l;i)i(liii.u,  lie  cast  oil"  ill!  heavenly  looks, 
Assiiiiiiii,^  the  ;4'uise  of  an  a,L!;eiit  for  hooks, 
Iiiii>inu('h  as  he  haile<l  every  widit  on  th(»  roiid 


Aiiil  eiitd'etl  ni 


ihid 


everv  mortal  alxule 


igS 


lie  scaicely  had  hi'itached  his  diploniaey,  when 
111'  fiiroiuitered.  one  niorning,  a  couple  of  men, 


W 


iiii  were  'j;oin:j,'  a  joiiruev,  on  Imsmess 


helik 


Fni  each  had  a  stall'  that  was  shod  with  a  sj)ike. 

Wiih  that  allahlt^  ease  that  is  foreio-u  to  art 

And  wins  its  smooth  way  to  the  rugged(\-<t  heai't, 

lit'  saluted  them  <4racefully,  joined  in  their  walk 

Ami  stirred  their  dull   thoughts   with  his   Hood-tide  of 

talk. 
He  smiled  and  he  howed  with  such  elegant  curve. 
Til, it  llii'y  kepton  their  hats  hut  threw  olf  their  reserve  ; 
riiiHigh  theii'  liinguage  was  woi'thy  of  little  regard. 
ilciim  ii'iie  to  their  natures,  hoth  harnMi  and  hai'd. 


'i»i'  dUc  wa< 


a  miser     -the  t(ju<>hest  of  nut.- 


WliM  Would  cheat  vou  the  same  as  he  diil  his  own ^, 


\\ 


ho  coun 


led 


as  earned  everv  i  ennv  he  s 


avei 


rill  his  wealth  was  enormous  hut  le-;s  than   he   ci'aved. 

llic  olhiT  helonged  to  that  s   lenetic  trilx- 

>^n  easy  to  (iiid  and  so  liar  I  t(^  deserihe.    - 

A  leHow  who  souoht  his  own  fortune  far  less 

riiaii  he  pined  and  (;<)mplained  at  anotluu's  success. 


t  alwavs  would  drn'e  him  to  utter  desnau 


1. 


'1 


"  see  sometlilllLr  u"o( 


th 


>d  fall  to  soiuehodv's  share 


And  the  lenderest  feeling  he  nursed  in  his  heart 
\\  as  a  vearnin'j,  desire  to  he  takini;'  vour  ])art. 


1  m 


nil-:    WISH, 


Kf'i'ii  Ilt'i'incs  h;nl  stuilicd  tlic  aiiiiii;il  mail. 
And  kiicA'  him  as  only  a  diplomat  can. 
The  samples  hefore  him  he  read  at  a  j^lancc  : 
Two  nnisanccs  clouj'in'''  the  nation's  advaner 


no 


niuj^an 


llv  m 


iscr 


an  envions  ( 


hurl  ! 


His  lip  took  a.  mcrrv  1)nt  misehievons  curl. 


n 


Mv  comrath's,"  he  said,  "in  our  hrief  intervi 


t'W", 


Very  mucli  have  I  l<'arne(l  that  is  useful  and  new 


All 


o\v  me  to  make  vou  a 


IriHi 


mr  return, 


Since  peoj)le  sliould  pay  lor  whatever  they  Icai'ii. 
Kacli  make  a  riMpicst.      I  will  j^rant  it  otl'-hand 
AVith  the  ^'reatest  delight  ;  l)utyotr]l  please  underst; 
That  whatever  thin.L;'  the  tirst  speaker  may  claim, 


iiiil 


Tl 


J  p 


le  se('( 


)nd  shall  liave  twice  as  much  of  the  sain 


Twas  a  {^'enerous  oiler     a  joyous  surprise, 
Which  the  two  stu]»id  visages  could  not  disguise. 
Tliey  gazeil  on  him  steadily,  thiid^ing  h(»  nnist 
Bean  angel  rewarding  the  ni)riglit  and  just. 
'Twas  a  genei'ous  offer  !   hut  never  a  word 
Of  thanks  (tr  reipiest  fi-om  the  Lydiaiis  was   heanl. 
Each  mentally  saw  a  munilicent  gift, 
Nor  questioned,  nor  (h)uhte(l  the  gentleman's  drift. 
Hut  the  iMivious  maji  had  resolved  to  abstain 


F 


rom  asking  until  he  con 


Id  wh 


d 


line  and  complani 


And  the  miser  had  hushed  u^)  the  joy  in  his  breast, 
P)ent  on  laughing  the  latest,  but  lauuhing  tlie  hcst. 


They  stood  with  impatience,  but  neitluu'  would  ^['fak, 
And  there  had  they  stood  till  the  end  of  the  week; 
P>ut  Hermes  declared  he  must  leave  them,  and  jiriiyed 
That,  just  to  oblige  him,  the  choice  should  be  mado. 
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Then  the  (Mivious  j^fciitlciiiaii,  licaviiig  a  sicrli. 
Said  iiit'cklv,  "  1  wish  to  l)o  l)liii(l  of  oiu'  cvo." 
'Twas  (lone— and  tlic  niisci'  roarod  out  with  an  oath  : 
"Oil  I  my  eyes  !   I  am  l)last('d  in  luith  !" 


Ik  you  think  that  this  tah'  is  too  mncli  to  dovour, 

I  assure  you,  sweet  fii<'n(ls,  tliat  J  learned  it  from  Gower 

TIk'  moral  Dan  (lower,  and  he  told  it  for  truth 

When  our  «^'ood  Saxon  ton^-ue  had  the  vii-or  of  youth- 

One  camiot  heljt  likinj^^  whatever  he  says, 

Though  he  should  not  he  scanned  hy  tie  li<;ht  of  tln^-e 

days  ; 
His  i^enius  had  wings,  if  his  verses  lack  f(3et 
And  a  moral  shines  out  from  his  darkest  con(!cit. 


S1VAN-S(L\(;    OF    TIMOX 


[Tiiiion  was  an    Athenian  nohle  of  boundless  generosity 
who  feasted  his  ft  ie»uls  and  other  parasites  till  liis  own  means 


ans 


weie  exhausted.  Then  the  ingrates  expelled  him  from  the 
city,  Sliakspere's  powerful  chania,  founded  on  this  narrative, 
has  somewhat  popularised  it  among  moderns.] 


I   iiEAiU)  the  mimic  Timon's  tleejr  abhorencc 

Of  j)erfidy  and  wrong. 
Pouring  hot  curses  down  in  hissing  tcnronts 

rpon  the  (juaking  throng. 

It  was  enough  to  fire  witli  kindred  jiassion 

The  features  of  a  saint. 
It  was  enougli  to  make  tlic  face  of  fa  hion 

Pale  through  an  inch  of  paint  ! 


l.iL' 


SWAN    S(>N(.     OF      I'l.MoN, 


Alitl  llinu;;li  it   pidvcd  tlic  car  nl"  fat  (■(intciltllicilt 

Like  a  (h'liKiuiac  Imwl, 
To  iiic  it.  s(Hiii(1»m1  like  [\w  just  n'sciiliiiciil 

<  M  ln'ai't  N'.ss  deeds  and  toul. 


StiMii^^e  syiiijtidhies  my  tiiidi»i,L,dit  pillow  iiauulcil, 

And  tliroiudi  miv  broken  dream, 
Tile  wronji'ed  and  ruined  l»en(d'actor  elianted 

TIlis  l)itter,  moekiii«r  tlieme  : 


MoTifKi!  earth  !  t<»  wlunn  sueli  ninnher: 
(.Min|^'  like  l»al)ies  to  tJie  jiap, 

Let  aie  here  in  dreamless  slundters 
L  IV  mv  lired  head  on  thv  l.ii*  ! 


Here  l.'cside  the  fretful  ocean 
Chating  in  its  sulh-n  nioi.>d, 

AVlien  my  jailses  cease  their  motion, 
( .'all  the  \  ultiire's  famished  hrood. 


^^'ev^'l•  let  the  i'eastlul  city 
Find  me  in  my  last   reti'cat. 

Lest  they  mourn  with  real  pity 
()v<M'  what  thev  cannot  eat. 


When  the  soldier's  trucoh^ss  summon> 
Stun  their  s(!uate  with  amaze, 

Let  tlieir  voices,  woak  as   woman's, 
Vainly  ask  wluu-e  Timon  stays. 
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Luxury  <»i  Imt*'  I've  tastcMl, 
Lone  witliiii  my  forest  den, 

When  luy  sul»stiiric('  had  liccn  whsUmI 
Oil  IIm'  iumws  of  tliiiuklcss  nuMi, — 

Parasites  who  drank  iiiy  living' 
Thirsty  as  tlic  dcscit  phiins, 

Kvcr  takiu^^  never  j^ivinjj; — 

Flintv  hearts  and  l)ari'en  brains. 
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Live,  Atlienians  I  till  your  <lealin<^s 
F1(H'(.'(^  eaeh  other  to  the  hide. 

Von  Iiav<^,  \vounde(l  Tinion's  fe,olin<^s  — 
lie  has  oidy  galled  yonr  pride. 

While  the  fawning  instinct  leads  you, 
I>y  no  i»rin('i]>le  he  swaye(L 

Lick  the  foot  of  him  who  feeds  you — 
liite  his  hand  when  streteli(.'d  for  aid 

(treat  in  arms,  in  arts  and  letters 
Were  tlu^  men  whose  light  is  spent. 

WiM'e  they  truly  yonr  hegetters? 
Heavens  !   what  ii  strand  descent  I 


"  Ancient  virtue,"  ])ipes  the  i)oet 
In  the  haggling  market-place. 

"  C.-ecrops'  progeny  "—They  show  it 
Oidv  1>V  a  donhle  fa(!e  I"^ 


*  Ceeropb!,  the  founder  of  Athens,  was  represented  by  a 
<louhle  figure  to  synibo'ize  tl>e  fact  of  his  having  instituted 
inarriage. 


i:u 
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Was  iii>t   .Invc  tlic  soil  of  Sjitiini? 

Did  lit'  not  his  siro  ('.\|i<'l  ? 
"Pis  tin'  sole  celestial  pattern 

That  iiiv  ecainlrv  copies  well. 

r>iit  your  pr<Mi(lest  feats  recorded 
Wear  a  dark,  dis^n-aceful  stain  — 

IJrave  Miltiades  rewarded 

With  the  diin<^feou  and  the  chain  ! 

V(it  the  Ainphictvonic  council 

From  their  most  exalteil  post 
Touch  their  foreheads  to  th(!  uronndstd 


When  Ih'  avenj-crs  touch  our  coast. 


/.MU 


Who  cou 


hi  1 


>e  a  scoi'ner 


In  our  citv  s  h()l_v  jilan  ? 
S(;(>res  of  ^ods  at  «'Verv  corner 
Where  'tis  hard  to  iiud  a  man. 

Faith  is  Hed  :   she  never  lingers 
Where  the  ways  are  so  corrupt 

That  the  miser's  crooked  ling«'rs 

Choke  tlu'  friend  with  whom  he  sni)ped 

Where  despite  the  judge's  ermine, 
And  despite  the  lawyer's  hrief, 

Solon's  skill  could  scarce  deterujine 
Which  is  justice,  which  the  tlii<!f  ! 


I'ldilic  conscience  feels  no  tension 
There  is  nothing  of  it  left  ; 

What  for  statesmen  is  a  p(;nsion, 
In  their  dujuis  would  be  a  theft. 


THK     'lYUANT     Ol'     SYRAC'IJSK 
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('(Hirtcsy?  'tis  thiit  crnitiin'  sinirkiii*,' 
( )'('i'  ;i  cuiiiitcr  iit  tlic  fiurs, 

Witli  a  spirit  in  liiiii  Iin'kiii<;- 
.lust  MS  rotten  MS  liis  wmi'cs. 

()  \v  kiiidliiT  Itillows,  Hiii^ini,' 
Round  nic  many  ii  l>i^'  salt  t«'ar, 

Lift  your  voices,  join  my  sin^'in^' 
Till  tli<'  monster  world  slndl  hear. 

Kclio  I  imon's  iMMU'dictinn 
( )n  the  many  and  tlu?  few  ; 

Tliat  the  race,  witliout  restriction, 
I.onu'  mav  live  -and  die  so,  too!  . 


77//';    TYRANT    OF   SYRACLrSE 


WiiKX  Syracuse  in  bodin*;'  lionr 

l»elield  with  rainv  eves 
A  l(>\vd)orn  villain  seize  the  j)o\ver 


F 


or  S()vereiy;n  exercise 


Ik'iieatli  his  thrall  she  seemed  to  cower, 
Xor  made  atteni])t  to  rise. 


T 


was  s 


trauiie  that  men  who   ))rai>wd  like  those 


That  in  the  worst  attack- 


\W  foreign  arms,  no  mortal  foe 


Had  ever  seen  their  hack 


vS, 


Should  meekly  hear  a  despot's  l)l(»Wi 
And  daily-doul)ling  tax ! 


13G  TliK      IVUANT     OK     SYRACUSE. 

A  inci'cciiciry  ni<tl>  dlx'vod 

T\)v  tyrant's  dread  coniniaud, 

And  at  his  l»iddin<4',  jtroinptly  laid 
His  scourges  on  tlio  land, 

So  freedom  had  to  rue  a  raid 
Jt"  she  hut  raised  a  haniL 

Trutli  came  not  near  liim,  for  to  tlirones 
Tlie  truth  C(»uld  sehlom  reach. 

J)(Mit'  were  Ids  (\irs  U)  j)itvs  tones 
Ijut  not  to  rtatterv's  sjieech  : 

And,  rcist  assured,  lie  maih'  no  hones 
Of  causing  hones  to  l>l(^ach. 

Heing  hent  on  con(|uest.  lie  hereft 
()f  life  the  neighhoring  states, 

And  with  ferocious  pleasure  eleft 
Hi^i  luckless  cajttives'  pates 

Wliich,  tixed  in  gliastly  rows,  he  left 
To  fester  o'er  the  gates  ! 

JUit  here  1  need  not  waste  a  word 

On  Dionysius'  reign  ; 
For  ev<^i'y  one  of  us  has  heard 

Of  that  oiitragiHtus  stain  : 
Hut  one  small  ineident  o.;('urred 

That  'nav  he  told  a^ain. 

The  tyrant  had  nf  self-i-onceit 

A  most  uncommon  share. 
Deeming  that  no  one  could  com]»ete 

With  him  in  genius  rare, 
He  valued  his  poetic  feet 

Ahove  his  natural   pair. 
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I'r(Mli<ii(Uis  pains  Itiit  little  art 

His  coiiipositit^us  showed  ; 
'[ho  silliest  freak  with  him  could  start 

A  dithyrambic  ode, 
Which  rumhled  like  a  rustic  cart 

Along  II  rocky  road. 

Au<l  v(^t  the  whole  Trinacritiu  vote 

Accordt  1  him  renown, 
For  when  the  coteries  failed  to  quote 

His  idyls  through  the  town. 
The  tyrant  always  struck  a  note 

That  hrouglit  their  houses  down  ; 

lie  had  one  literary  cli(iue 
To  read  him  and  admire    - 

His  (H)urtier-creatures,  mostly  (h'(H'k 
And  judges  of  the  lyre  ; 

Hut  yet  the  )mi)pets  had  to  s((iu'ak 


Kesi 


)onsiye 


to  tl 


ic  Wire 


l)Ut  when  on  the  Olympic  game 


II 


IS  verse 


he  <lid  infiict, 


The  critic — honorable  names  — 


H 


A  lighteous  (piarrtd  pi(;ked  ; 
is  poems  were  given  to  the  flauu's, 
His  readers  hissed  and  kicked. 


Crestfallen  was  the  monarch  then 
And  smitten  with  the  blues  ; 

Yet  woidd  he  not  forswear  the  pen, 
lUit  daily  prayed  the  muse 

To  help  him  curse  those  sons  of  nuMi 
AVho  had  no  liberal  views. 
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And  tluMi,  liis  ('oiivticr-throiig  Ix'forc, 
From  luorii  till  day  was  done, 

He  raved  his  cral)l)ed  lvri(!s  o'er, 
Which,  liowe'er  they  niiglit  stun, 

The  fawninjjj  rascals  jtraised,  and  swore 
He  was  Apollo's  son  ! 

But  there  was  on(»  Hue  man  at  court, 
Most  frank  in  all  his  wavs, 

Who,  lu'in^  called  on  to  support 
The  credit  of  the  lays, 

Replied  that  jwans  of  that  sort 
AVere  good— to  beg  for  praise. 

Then  Dionysius,  raging  mad 

At  this  unpleasant  fact, 
A^  if  his  sacred  person  had 

HecMi  ojH'uly  attacked. 
Resolved  to  spit  him  like  a  shad. 

Or  have  him  flayed  and  racked. 

And  thus  the  frownijig  tyrant  s[)oke  : 
"  Was  ever  cheek  so  hn"d  ? 

lMel)eian  dog  I   dare  you  jirovoke 
To  wrath  a  royal  hard  1 

You'll  se(!  how  dear   will  cost  that  joke 
What  ho  I   my   hody-guard  I  ' 

Forthwith  in  rush  the  menial  crew, 

And  instantly  surround 
IMiiloxenus,  whom  down  thev  threw 

And  tirndy  gagged  and  hound  ; 
Then,  at  a  word,  they  hore  him  to 

Th(»  (iuarri(,'s,  underground 


THE     TYRANT     OF     SYH.ACUSK. 

Tlieroat  the  citizens  rebelled 
xViid  threatened  death  and  woe, 

Till  TMonysius  was  eoni^elled 
To  let  his  i)risoner  go, 

And  rank  and  favor  jirevious  held 
Again  on  him  bestow. 

A  short  tnne  after  this  event 

There  was  ,i  royal  feast 
To  which  a  host  of  people  w(Mit — 

A  thousand  at  the  least, — 
Where  nmcli  old-fashioned  merriment 

The  springs  of  joy  increased. 

.hist  as  the  banqnet-board  was  spread, 
The  king  was  ])leased  to  cause 

His  latest  poem  to  be  read 
With  ])ro))er  tone  and  panse, 

And  though  it  dizzied  every  head, 
It  met  with  great  aj)i)laust'. 

IMiiloxenus  was  standing  by 

But  no  delight  betrayed, 
Though  in  b-is  half-averted  eye 

A  smile  sarcastic  played. 
The  king  remnrked,  and  asked  him  why 

No  C()ni])liment  he  paid. 

Was  not  the  ode  of  that  grand  kind 
Which  crowned  a  man  with  glory? 

Philoxenus,  with  air  resigned, 
Vet  looking  somewhat  sorry, 

Said  to  the  guards  who  stood  behind, 
"Carry  nie  back  to  the  quarry  !  " 
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AllCIHLOCIirs. 


^(>  iin('\|  iM'tcilly  'twas  said 


I 


11  sucli  a  (|uiot  way 


The  tyrant  turned  cxtrciiicly  red, 

\ot  liad  the  {^'racc  to  say. 
As  round  the  stiHed  lauglitcr  spread, 


^' 


iiu're  just  as  (^rood's  a  )»lay 


Thus 


inav  itrave 


lieart 


s  m  everv  l)la(U' 


To  trutli  ,uive  always  scoj 


>o. 


And  fear  not,  thoUL;'h  in  daiii^^er's  face 


Witl 


1  ,i;iaiit  wroni^f  to  cop 


Till  every  tril)e  and  every  raee 
That  ill  their  sjiackles  «fro])e, 

Shall  on  unlx'iidinj;-  manhood  l)ase 
Their  freedom  and  their  hope  I 


AilCiniAXllU^. 


A     TALK    ()K    ANTIENI'    (iUKECK, 


I    wiM,  stretch  him.  lie  saitl,  on  the  rhvthmic  rack 

And  <;ive  him  a  few  faint  twin^'es. 
1  will  make  his  touj;h  old  tendons  crack, 
Soy  l«'t  the  iamhic  en,Liine  slack 
Till  everv  \('rtel>ra  in  his  hat-k 


Is  t  wistetl  oil'  the  hin 


L!'('S 


Ai'chiloclius  uttered  this  tieudish  threat, 

And  for  wliom.  tliiuk  ye.  "twas  intendetl? 
The  crahheil  old  sire  of  his  darlin^n'  pet. 
The  iliv\  he  wanted  liut  couldn't  i-'et. 


For  th 


e  governor  s  jieart  aiu 


1  foot 


were 


set 


And  the  match  was  cruellv  ended. 


'Iimi(;ra(?k 


AKCIlll.ocilLr^.  lU 

And  iiu  Olio  knew  tlio  ciiiisc  of  coinplaint 

Th;it  had  driven  tlic  ])air  asunder, 
Archiloehus  had  no  moral  taint 
That  coidd  (hM^jien  tlie  hues  of  heautv's  j»aint  ; 
lie  had  always  heen  true  as  a  dyint"'  saint 

To  the  laws  he  was  livin^;'  undei'. 

He  had  no  hahits  of  ruinous   waste, 

And  few  vounu"  men  were  wiser. 
In  matters  of  literary  taste. 
lie  knew  the  real  ^fem  from  the  [lasle, 
})ut  lie  ne'er  would  jiroiiounce  with  any  haste; 

Betwixt  a  knave  and  a  misei'. 

With  a  i^enorous  sjtirit,  a  s|>rightly  mind 

And  a  hody  not  less  active, 
H<'.  had,  however,  heen  left  hehind 
In  the  rae(^  for  wealth  ;  he  had  felt  ineliiie(l 
More,  strongly  to  something''  more  refined    - 

To  metal  more  attrartive. 

I>Ut   no  one  so  deftly  could  sweep  the  stl'iuj^' 
That  thrilled  to  his  heavenly  lyrics  ; 

And  sweet  as  the  wild-hee"s  murmuring, 

Thev  settled  over  each  hlossoiiiiie'-  tiling, 

But  sharpened  into  a  deadly  sting 
When   dealing  with  empty  emj)irics. 

He  could  work  such  wildfire  into  his  theme 

As  to  set  theii'  nerves  to  i)rickling. 
Ami  daze  them  into  the,  nightmare  dream 
That  a  million  metr(\s  of  solar  l)eam 
WVre  focussed  into  a  half-inch  stream 

And  through  their  anatomy  trickling  ! 
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AHCmiXHllUS. 


So  the  (hIc  wiis  written.     Oh  oniclly  vow^h  I 
Oh  piercingly  ktM'ii  and  provoking! 

Tlie  crities  all  liaih'il  it  vvitli  "'^looil  enougli  " 

Hui  tile  old  man  styled  it  the  ^vretehe(h^'^t  stutt. 

And  voued  that  he  "  wasn't  going  to  suti  ' 
P)nt  heie  he  was  taken  with   chokinu'. 


II. 


e  <rroaned  a  most  nnear 


thl 


V  iiroan 


And  hegan  to  look  des]>airin 


L'". 


Next  morning  they  found  him  all  alon(\ 
Hantred  l)v  the  n('ek  and  dead  as  a  stone 


V 


or  rage,  h 


ke  1 


ove,  IS  ('(^mmon 


lyi 


>r(Mie 


'r 


d 


(t  end  ni  some  tlire  ensnarinu". 


The  I)el[)hie  jtriesthood  hallowed  the  verse 

And  liung  it  up  over  the  altir. 
'Twas  sung  to  frighten  the  haho  at  nurse, 
And  grave  historiiins  stooped  to  rehearse 
How  a  few  strong  lines  of  a  ])oet's  curse 
Wei'c  twisted  into  a  halter  I 


There  is  no  moral  tor  moch'rn  times, 

Young  man,  in  a  t.de  so  tragic. 
'T would  he  the  hlackest  of  social  crimes 
To  taunt  her  papa  with  the  jingle  of  rhyme 
Hut  tickle  his  ear  with  the  jingle  of  dimes, 
And  'twill  act  on  his  heart  like  mastic  ! 


M  1011^1,  •■ 
h'st  stuii; 


lUlCONSl  lU C'lloN  -      NKliO     li 


REr(L\STfU'('Tl(L\ 


U3 


iMrHo.Mi'ir  AT  A  .mkf:tin(;  ok   ihk  dikectohs  of  a 

("HHTAIN    JOINI'    srofK    COMPANY. 


Till-;  sciipturcs  affirni  wlicn  ;i  niaii  lias  ^^ni  through 
Witli  the  (U'luon  Ity  which  lie  was  haunted  and  curst, 

Tlu'i)  slil]»s  him  with  seven  other  demons  anew, 
The  last  situation  is  worse  than  the  first. 

The  trulli  (^f  that  text  1  have  reason  to  know. 
My  Itdard  of  directors  again  is  enrolled, 
h    (j)ni{i(»se(|  (»f  tlu'  mystical  seven,  and  lo  ! 

The  new  set  of  devils  are  worse  than  the  old. 


XEBif    II. 

[These  .stanzas  were  sent  to  an  anoitnt  teacher,  of  groat 
self'-iiiiportance,  who  having  through  carelessness,  hm"H'<l 
down  a  new  school  house,  wrote  to  the  papers  an  account  of 
the  ilisa-«ter.  ])e\vailing  the  loss  of  his  own  "  terrestrial  gh)be 
iuul  vahialtle  Latin  works  winch  could  not  be  re])laced. "  He 
had  '>]ict'  ])veu  suspended  for  being  over  fond  of  the  violin.] 

DKsriTE  the  terrors  of  your  frown, 

I>es)tite  your  threatened  lashes, 
All  urchin,  then,  has  l)rought  you  down 

To  sark(Totli  and  to  ashes. 

That  cruel  flame,  which  knew  no  law 
When  this  old  world  was  younger. 

Still  lies  in  wait  for  men  i>f  straw 
To  satisfy  its  hunger. 
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M-:i{<)     II. 


Such  niiii  fell  ])ul(tii('('  lii'forv'  : 

Old  Xcro  t\v;nij.ic<l  his  flddh' 
^^''ll('ll  llniiic,  I'cd-ritic  IVoin  husk  to  core, 

\\';is  hissinj^-    "kc  m  ,^'riddh', 

With  tiaiiK's  whicli  did  Iter  niarrnw  iiidt 

And  into  houi'-dust  crackle 
The  w  all  that,  to  the  sava^^c   Celt 

Flung  I»ack  their  aiiswt  ring  (.-aekle. 

It  seized  the  ct»n(|U('i'()r's  si(le-traeked  car, 
And  cli!nl>ed  llic  uji|'ei'  story  : 

It  made  tlu'  old  S.   I*.  1^).  H.* 

Sun -!'()[).      (^)uick  Koad  to  glory  I 

It  ran  <h<'  golden  chair  to  dro-<s 

Which  bloated  Lollio  sat  in, 
And  lank  ()rliilius  niourne(l  the  lo-is 

(  d"  all  cxce;  t  his   I/itin. 


Kale  tolded  up  tliat  fi(M'y  rol)c 

To  wr.ijt  it  sccdiiddianded 
Around  the  whole  terrestrial  uioli 


\y 


iicli  V()u  aloi'c  c(.ninian( 


I.mI. 


And  like  th(  holts  dov  used  [n  launch 
With  direful  coiise.|Ui'nce-. 

It  liurnc>i  yoiu'  Latin,  root  and  hranch, 
Prefixes  and  pretences. 


The  letters  in  the  Roman  stand  u-il,  foi- Senatus  p'lpiiUis 


i|ue  llomaui,  that  is,  tin-  senate  and  ]\en})k'  of  Ko 


111*' 


NEUO     II. 
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HoiHH'ioi'tli  witliin  some  rural  grot 
T\u'  IuiiusIkmI  )nus«  must  lull  \i!=«  ; 

Siiu'o  you  have  made  the  town  U'O  hot 
Ft)r  Ovid  and  Catullus. 

Alas  for  learuin*.,',  when  her  torch, 
That  warmth  and  li<,'ht  all'orded, 

Must  to  a  l)laek<'ned  einde^'  moored) 
The  temple  where  she  l)oar<led  ! 

And  oh  what  ])oigiiant  sorrow  lurks 
Within  this  sad  retleetion  : 

Tiie  martyrdom  of  heathen  works 
Can  have  no  resurrecition  ! 

I've  heard  of  words  congealed  by  frost 

In  jiolar  air  that  hovered, 
But  tongues  hy  burning  ash-tuhs  lost 

Can  never  be  recovered. 

Yet  fate  propounds  a  golden,  rule 

For  everv  tribulation, — 
(Except  for  those  still  keeping  school) 

The  law  of  compensation. 

Fame's  temple  must  be  widened  now 
By  two  more  fire-new  niches, 

Since  you  and  Dame  O'Leary's  cow* 
Are  added  to  its  riches  ! 


»  T^ 


The  cause  of  the  great  Chicago  lire. 
10 
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HAII.IN(J     IN     SUMMKIl. 


SAIL! Mi    IN   .SUMMER. 


hirELLEi)  l)y  sails  in  .stoady  trim 

And  strength  of  liml), 
As  gaily  o'or  the  tide  wv  skim 
As  through  the  air,  the  swallow. 

Old  Nereus  and  the  scaly  train 

In  his  domain 
May  ply  their  menihrane  fans  in  vain 
Our  joyous  cour  e  to  follow. 

The  ash  is  })liaiit  in  our  grip 

With  nu'asured  dip, 
And  curling  like  a  maiden's  lip 
When  love  may  })ass  for  scorning, 


tt> 


The  tiny  ripples  (hish  astern, 

Then  circling  turn, 
As  if  enchanted  to  discern 

Our  hoat  the;  waves  adorning. 

Now  furl  the  sail,  suspend  the  oar ; 

We  tou(di  the  shore, 
Which  summer  reigns  serenely  o'er 
In  umUsturhed  seclusion  : 


Here  love  might  pitch  his  leafy  tent 

On  i)leasure  hent, 
With  heaven's  full  ami  free  consent- 
Without  the  world's  intrusion. 


MY     AMKIUCA. 
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MY   AMERICA. 


Steurc,  imitliiger  Segler  — Schiller, 

Ay,  thouj^'h  tlu^  social  iiiiirtyr-stiiko 
V)V  itlaiitcd  for  opinion's  sake, 

It  is  not  s(»lf-(l('('(Mvin<^ 
To  hold,  iinawed,  unreconiponsed, 
Despite  a  thonsand  creeds  incensed, 
One  simple  steadfast  faith  against 

A  whole  world  unhelieving. 

Before  the  true-souled  Genoese 

There  rolled  the  most  unknown  of  seas. 

All  other  shi])men  shunned  it. 
1  )ark  mystery  on  its  outmost  edge 
Lay  like  an  adamantine  hedge. 
His  bold  ])row  cleft  it  like  a  wedge, 

And  found  a  world  beyond  it. 


Thus  must  I  too  pursue  alone 
A  course  peculiarly  my  own 

Far  in  the  dangerous  distance. 
r  heed  not  warning,  threat  or  sneer, 
While  cons(;ience  whispers.  Do  not  fear, 
For  thy  America  is  here, 

Or  nowhere  in  existence. 


MH 


TUE    OIIATOU. 


THE    ORATOR. 


OLD    HCIIOOL. 

Oir  what  m  rarity  on  eartli  is  lio 

Who  can  coiiiiiiaiHl  tin;  full  flood-tido  of  speech, 
Wliicli  rolliii;^'  oil,  resistless  as  the.  soa, 

WitJi  j^n'aiidest  thuiulers  marks  its  utmost  reach! 

In  vain  the  drousy  dons  essay  to  toaeh 
Til!'  modulated  yet  impetuous  swing 

Of  Athens'  sjiokesman  standing  to  im[)ea(!li 
'I'he  foxy  motives  of  the  Kmatliian  king  ! — 

'I'hat  has  tlio  perfect  pitcli,  that  lias  the  rousing  ring. 

Yes,  |>roudest  of  the  ])roud  Hellenic  arts 

Was  eloipience,  when  Athens'  gifted  son 
With  lofty  speech  could  lire  ten  thousand  hearts 

And  make  them  in  tluur  fury  heat  as  one. 

]'!acli  roundetl  period     not  too  finely  spun — 
(ll(Mmed  lierci'ly  a-^  a  faU'hion  from  its  sheath; 

Antl  I'hilip,  i-re  th(^  dny  on  which  Jiull  Iluii* 
\\\is  antctypeil  vn  CMuenMiea's  heath, 

\']\vn     Philip    feared    that    tongue    more   than  the 
ilrau:on's  teeth. 


*  Tlu'  jilaco  of  tho  tirst  encounter  between  the  Union  ami 
(lie  (\>iiteiUM  ate  forees  in  the  irreat  ^^outhern  rehellion.  Tlie 
Hljiinji -do  ot  the  forn.or  was  notorious.  The  route  of  the 
<u-eeksat  the  oattle  of  Ch;vronea.  which  made  the  power  of 
riiiUp  supreme,  was  not  less  complete. 


TnK     OIIATOU. 


U9 


A^'iiiii,  Ix'liold  tho  gn'atcst  Koinan  stand 

111  the  dense  foriun  or  the  senate  nxjni ; 
His  words  more  dexterous  than  the  lieadsnian's  hand 

To  stri|)  th(^  dark-souh'd  trait(»r  for  his(h)()in. 

His  iiii^lity  l)reatli  fanned  into  lasting  ))l()oni 
The  iiaiiie  of  some  whom  no  one  (dse  would  [)raise, 

And  hlasted  Vtu'res'  fortunes.      Hut  the  gloom 
(U' exile  fell.      He  iled  hetween  two  days, 

AikI  fi'om  the  ehtsing  scene  we  turn  away  our  gaze  ! 


U'll 


loarti 


Who  now  ean  speak  with  such  sublime  cH'eet? 

Or  where;  can  such  true  elo([Uenee  be  lieard  ? 
Tlic  heart  uniting  witli  the  intellect, 

A  passion  and  a  purpose  in  each  wonl, 

Till  all  the  listenin*'  enert^ies  are-  stiTTiul 
And  tiriiily  centred  in  the  coming  dei^d, 

Though  danger,  death,  (histruction  he  incurred, 
The  high,  the  low  rise,  answering  to  tin;  need 

Of  men,  heroic  men,  to  follow  and  to  load  ! 


,un' 


Union  and 
llion.  T!ie 
)Ute  of  tlie 
e  power  of 


NEW    SCIKJOL. 

Make  way  there,  TuUy  and  Demostlienes  ! 

And  let  that  candidate  in  broadcloth  coat, 
(Which  can  l)e  turned,  as  often  as  ye  please,) 

Usurj)  the  rostrum  and  unvalve  his  throat ! 

Not  to  tight  riiilip,  l)ut  to  win  a  vote 
Hf  storms  the  starthnl  air  with  tongue  and  fist. 

Has  that  man  brains? — No,  but  he  lias  a  note 
For  fifty  dollars  on  his  private  list — • 

That  is  the  eloquence  few  moderns  can  resist. 
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Beliold  the  preiichcr,  wlio  from  foreign  soil 

Digs  up  a  srbject  of  the  l)iu'i('(l  past, 
Its  fossil  joints  worked  smooth  with  midniglit  oil 

And  i^olished  like  a  stately  plaster  cast — 

Some  warrior,  laying  with  a  ram's-horn  l)last 
In  shapeless  heaps  a  wieked  city's  walls  ; 

And  so  he  batters  nature  till  at  last 
Her  sweet  restorer   on  his  audi(>nce  falls — 

That  is  the  eloquence  which  earns  the  highest  calls! 


AGABLSTE. 


(extract  from  a  suppressed  poem.) 


#  *  *  *  * 

Her  face,  with  youth  and  animation  glowing, 

Was  like  the  sea-shell  delicately  tinted  ; 
Her  tresses,  in  their  natural  freedom   flowing, 

More  golden  than  the  royal  fillets    glinted. 

Nought  but  an  angel's  ]>ure  caress  had   )  rintcd 
The  cunning  dinijiles  in  each  laughing  check 
Where  all  the  loves  were  jilaying  hide  and  seek. 


Even  such  a  jewel  shon<'  before  their  eves  ; 

Knough  to  make  the  saintliest  man  forget 
His  home  on  earth  aiid  that  beyond  the  skies, 

Or  barter  both  without  the  least  regret, 

Or  pawn  a  nntre  or  a  coronet 
To  ])urchase  what? — a  ra]»turous  gasp — a  kiss, 
Which  must  be  stolen  to  vield  its  j  erfect  bliss. 


NOCTURNE. 


151 


lit  oil 
[last 


Oh  blessed  madness  !  envied,  l)lamed  and  jMtied, 
If  sober  jndgnient  does  not  call  a  lialt, 

After  the  happy  culprit  has  committed 
A  thousand  follies  to  one  graver  fault. 
Sure,  love  was  given  in  order  to  exalt 

Our  fallen  natures  with  its  heavenly  glow, 

But  ah  !  liow  oft  it  lays  our  best  lio^  es  low^  ! 


glH^st  calls; 


0 


Still,  it  attains  the  goal  for  which  it  panted  ; 

And  how  exultant  in  life's  fervid  season 
Its  crimson  banner  is  unfurled  and  planted. 

Passion  rebelling  'gainst  imi)eri(d  reason. 

What  sh{dl  we  term  it  ?  High  and  holy  ti-eason, 
Which  conquers  and  then  jieoples  its  domain 
With  several  thousands  for  each  thousand  slain  1 
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NOCTURNE. 


The  fields  and  mi^adows  lie  forsaken, 
In  stillest  midnight  they  repose. 

My  better  life  begins  to  waken. 
The  desert  blossoms  like  the  rose. 


iss. 


The  stormy  jiassions  now  are  sl(!e[)ing, 
Witii  every  thought  that  is  not  good ; 

While  heaven  o'er  silent  earth  is  keeping 
The  starry  bond  of  lu'otherhood. 


lf)2 


NOCTURNE. 


lEero  in  my  liuiiililo  study  seated 

Where  slieds  the  lani])  its  friendly  liglu, 

The  search  for  truth  seems  half  completed ; 
The  heart  discovers  what  is  riglit. 

Here  reason  low  hut  clear  is  sjieaking. 

Ho])e  ])lumes  again  its  cheruh  wing, 
Anil,  not  in  vain,  the  soul  is  seeking 

Fresh  life  at  its  perennial  s]>ring. 


Alas  !  almost  as  soon  as  tasted, 

The  fount  of  jieace  is  di-ied  and  wasted. 

My  new-born  energy  has  sla<.'kened. 

My  lii)S  with  thirst  are  j)ar(died  and  blackened; 

Dear  Ood  !   what  fea''ful  alternation  ! 
My  steps,  so  near  the  skies  attaining. 
The  fiowerless,  flinty  earth  is  paining — 

So  falls  my  fairest  (expectation  ! 

Cold  moon,  thou  lost  illumined  child 

Of  earth,  that  scorn'st  the  misty  air. 
Thy  brow  is  still  serenely  mihl. 

But  neither  warmth  nor  life  is  there. 

How  like  i\\o,  student  in  despair  1  — 
How  like,  and  yet  how  dilferent, 

For  thou  canst  wander  everywhere, 

While  he  is  fettered  lo  a  cliair, 
And  in  a  gloomy  dungeon  jx'ut ! 
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On  roseate  pinions  canio  the  lusty  morn 

The  bhisliing  flowers  to  woo  ; 
And  in  that  hour,  one  blissful  thought  was  born, 
One  fair  ideal  did  my  song  adorn, 

And  that  was  you. 

The  sun,  aseending  to  his  summer  height, 

A  glory  round  me  threw. 
My  si)irit,  revelling  in  w^armth  and  light. 
To  one  dear  ol)ject  only  took  its  flight. 

And  that  was  you. 

Wlion  dewy  evening  over  hill  and  plain 

h\  grateful  silence,  drew, 
1  <»iily  saw,  amid  the  twilight's  wane, 
One  picture  dominating  heart  and  brain. 

And  tliat  was  you. 

When  from  the  P]ast  night's  deei)ening  shadows  flocked, 

A  vision  on  me  grew 
Of  In'ing  in  a  maid's  embraces  locked. 
And  on  her  breast  to  heavenlv  slumbers  rocked, 

And  that  was  you. 

The  sweet  delusion  fltni  with  too  much  haste, 

Ihit  we  (^,an  make  it  true  : 
Oh  let  me,  while  awake,  that  rai)ture  taste. 
And  1  shall  know,  in  pressing  li])  and  waist. 

That  it  is  vou  ! 


154 


THE     TOKEN. 


THE    TOKEN. 


WRITTEN    BY    FLOAREA.    IN  ONE    OF    THE    AUTHORS  BOOKS, 


L'amant  ([uo  j'  adore 
Pivt  ii  1110  (|iiitter, 

D'liu  instant  oncore 
Voudrait  profiter. 

Folioito  vaine, 

Qii'  on  no  pent  saisir  ; 
Troj)  ])r^s  do  la  peine 

Pour  otre  nn  i)laisir  ! 


Tlio  man  T  adore 

])eing  r(\ady  to  leave, 

Just  one  token  more 

Of  mv  love  would  receive. 


Oh  happiness  vain, 

In  a  inoinent  destroyed  ! 
Too  near  unto  pain, 

To  be  fully  enjoyed  ! 


RESPONSE. 


155 


RESPONSE. 


Oh  no,  it  was  not  all  in  vain  ; 

The  ha])])iness  was  fleet, 
But  'twas  the  near  ai)i)roaeh  of  pain 

Whieh  made  it  doubly  sweet. 

The  winter  winds  hlew  cold  and  bleak 

Across  the  fields  of  snow  ; 
They  could  not  banish  from  her  cheek 

Afl'ection's  vivid  glow. 


Her  hair  in  many  a  silken  mesh 

About  my  neck  was  blown, 
But  closer  ^         *  ^ 

*  -^f  * 


* 


And  yet  there  flowed  more  lasting  bliss 

From  love's  deliciou.s  wine  : 
The  soul,  transfused  through  thnt  warm  kiss, 

Is  still  inspiring  mine. 
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"  Chante,  rossijjriol,  chante, 
Toi,  qui  us  toujoura  gai." 

Sing  on,  0  little  bird  ; 

Pour  fortli  those  notes  divine, 
It  suits  thee  to  l)e  gay, 

While  I  in  sadness  pine. 

It  suits  thee  to  be  gay 
While  I  in  sadness  pine. 

Thou  hailest  now  tlie  ray 
Which  I  have  seen  decline. 

Thou  hailest  now  the  ray 
Which  I  liave  seen  decline. 

My  mistress  is  estranged, 
But  for  no  fault  of  mine. 

My  mistress  is  estranged, 
But  for  no  fault  of  mine  : 

Because  for  some  (3ne  else 
1  did  a  wreath  entwine. 

Because  for  some  one  else 
I  did  a  wreath  entwine — 

I  wisli  those  faded  flowers 
VVe.re  growing  on  their  vine. 

I  wish  those  failed  ilowers 
Were  growing  on  tluur  vine. 

And  that  my  mistress'  heart 
Were  joined  as  close  to  mine  ! 
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FAREWELL   TO    FLOAREA. 


^'or  one  brief  month  has  ilittcd  by 

Since,  love  awakened  from  delnsion  ; 
Indeed  tlu3  ink  is  scarcely  dry 

Upon  its  last  refined  effusion  ! 

Yet  the  ])er])etual  vows  we -swore 

With  such  luxuriant  wealth  of  diction 
Read  like  a  page  of  ancient  lore 

Writ  in  the  style  of  modern  fiction. 

How  strange  that  kite— so  very  kite— 

A  point,  though  slightly  stretched,  would  screen  us, 
And  now  the  i)eriod  seems  as  great 

As  is  the  yawning  gulf  between  us  ! 

How  curious  that  the  merest  chance 

Involved  me  in  a  dream  so  deeply— 
A  '^ort  of  yellowdeaved  romance, 

That  cost  too  dear,  though  ottered  cheaply. 

Our  choicest  feelings,  pleased  and  pained, 

Long  underwent  the  sorest  tension, 
And,  struggling  for  expression  strained. 

The  last  resources  of  invention. 

My  phrases  worshipped  on  their  knees, 

While  yours,  more  heavenly,  took  to  flying, 

Like  seraph  bands  that  soar  at  ease. 
With  all  the  natural  grace  of  lying. 
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FARHWKI.I.     TO     IMOAUEA. 


The  littlt^  linked  god,  of  whom 

Tlio  iimorous  (rnu^ks  were  wont  to  fahh;, 
Forsakiii^ij  tields  of  venial  bloom, 

Besieged  me  at  the  diiiiiei'  ta))le. 

Althougli  liis  wings  were  liid  from  view — 
The  hoiiv,  iiiih'  m1,  wa^  somewhat  prosy — 

I  ^l'('o^^n'*s•  i  111.    j»i  '|»er  line 

Whieh  M:ito);     dls  celestial  rosy.* 

Ours  was  a  most  etliereal  feast 

That  j)ampered  ii[t  our  ghostly  tenants 

Without  the  blessing  of  the  priest, 
But  ke])t  our  bodies  doing  penance — 

A  festival  whieh  might  uncork 
The  best  that  ever  won  the  laurel, 

J^uit,  like  the  dinner  of  the  stork, 
It  yiekhid  nothing  but  a  moral  : 

Your  poet  learned  that  nature's  bar}) 
Has  yet  untested  swee})s  and  ranges  ; 

That  she  can  shift  from  tiat  to  sharp. 
And  ring  the  most  astounding  changes. 

Ilis  planetary  soul,  that  sj)ins 

In  endless  cycles,  glowing,  Avarming, 

Through  the  bright  zodiac  of  sins. 
Is  never  wlioUy  past  reforming. 


*blushing 
Celestial  rosy  red,  love's  proper  hue.  —  Paradise  Lout 
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I'lilike  the  oartli,  wliicli  could  not  live 
W'thout  tlie  <'liMi'in  till'  snn  Jias  lent  lior, 

H('  wiistos  the  warm  til  lie  has  to  give, 
H" solving  r("'ih<l  u  coniinoii  cent  a. 

I)iit  \\liei!  soi^e  IK  u  i'e])elleiit  force 
ll;is  snii])pe(l  the  golden  chains  asunder, 

He  safely  steers  a  tangent  eours(» 
And  sets  the  co-si)     down  a  hlunder. 

And  though  at  first  it  hites  like  grief, 
This  suthlcn  frosty  change  of  season. 

There  chines  a  feeling  of  relief 

In  lapsing  from  romance  to  reason. 

Each  hour  that  you  were  out  of  sight 
Was  like  a  glacial  })eri()d  reckoned. 

And  'twas  the  longest  Lapland  night 
To  do  without  you  half  a  second. 


But  since  we  fall  on  April  days 

With  such  capricious  freaks  of  weather, 
I  jnay,  hy  fast  and  jmiyer  and  praise 

Kven  do  without  you  altogether  ! 
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THE    HOLOCAUST. 


FLOAREA  S    LOVE    LETTER9    BUHNEO. 


Those  letters,  innocontly  bold 
In  all  their  tender  yearning, 

Must  now  1)0  tried  like  virgin  gold  ; 

Yea,  let  tliis  mass  of  wealth  untold 
Be  puriiied  by  Imrning. 


There  lies  the  substance  and  the  sum 

Of  deathless  love  recorded  ! 
'Tis  not  the  first  time  faith  has  come 
From  lock  and  key  to  martyrdom 
And  gone  to  get  rewarded. 


Its  body  in  the  fin^  must  die 

Without  a  drop  to  drench  it. 
The  flauie  must  riot  red  and  high  : 
The  tear  founts'  rather  scant  supply 
Can  lend  no  aid  to  quench   it. 


That  sweet,  confiding,  melting  style, 

Oh  how  I  once  enjoyed  it  ! 
Now,  as  1  light  the  funeral  pile 
It  would  be  sacrilege  to  smile. 
Yet  how  can  I  avoid  it ! 


THE     FUrUIOS     OF     THK     FRAHT. 

TIk'  sinil(!  wliicli  I   {'aiiiiot  foiitrol 

Is  less  profaiic  tluiTi  stiil>i(l. 
It  issues  from  an  hoiiost  soul 
That  sees  its  incouso  upward  roll 

As  iionscjnsc  burnod  to  C'upid. 

Aslios  to  aslics,  dust  to  dust! 

And  now  my  li(»art  is  lighter. 
Did  not  tliosi^  traitorous  scrolls  oomlmst, 
They  mi<;ht  souie  day  betray  my  trust, 

As  did  their  pretty  writer  ! 
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THI^    FUBIES    OF    THE   FEAST. 


Once  I  read  with  boyish  wonder 
Deepening  to  romantic  awe, 
Of  ^Ivieas  aud  his  band 
Voyaging  slow  towards  Hesperhmd, 
What  mishaps  they  labored  under, 
And  what  prodigies  they  saw. 

'Twas  like  looking  on  and  seeing 
Swelling  sail  and  bending  oar, 

When  they  left  the  Thracian  coast 
Warned  by  l\)lydorus'  ghost. 
Or  in  consternation  fleeing 
From  the  pestilential  shore. 

11 


162  TIIK     I'UltllW     Ol      TIIK     I'KAHT, 


r  I 


I  belu»ltl  tlicii-  niivirs  stiiiidiii}^' 

Tlirou^Mi  the  stonn  tliiit  raved  around 
Towards  an  island  fair  and  'M'ccn  ; 


And 


tl 


inon  tlic  rrcws  ai'c  scM'n 


In  a  sli(dt('i'('d  iiavcn  landiim 


n> 


Drenched  and  worn,  l)Ut  safe  and  sound, 

Glad  from  peril  and  from  siillerin^' 
To  escajM'  so  well  at  last, 

Soon  they  jtile  the  slau^litcred  game, 
Soon  the  turf-dressed  altars  Hamo — 
To  tlie  j^'ods  a  grateful  oU'ering, 
Then  a  bountiful  repast. 

Ilark  !  a  sound  like  thunder's  muttering 
Spreads  along  the  darkened  ski(\s  I 
'Tis  the  llarj)ies'  monstcn*  brood  ; 
Flocking  at  the  scent  of  food, 
Down  they  swoo[>  with  tierc(\st  fluttering 
An<l  a  l)urst  of  hideous  cries. 

Hari»ies  !  more  abhorrent  (!reatur(\s 
Never  did  man's  peace  assail  : 

Winged  and  armed  with  crooked  (daw.s, 
Filling,  emptying  their  maws 
Both  at  on(;c — their  iiaccid  features 
With  eternal  hunger  pale  ! 

An<l  the  Trojans,  terror  stricken. 
Huddle  into  shivering  grou])s  ; 


Tl 


ley 


who  on  Scamander's  l)ank^ 


Broke  the  serried  (h'ecian  ranki^ 
Now  are  timid  as  the  chicken 
When  the  pirate  falcon  swoops. 


TIIK     I'UUIliS     OF     THK     FKAST. 

From  tlin  p(!sts  no  placo  secun',  is, 
Not  ilic  (M)V('  o'cu'liUMj;  witli  tivv.H  ; 
Thitlicr,  iiH  tli<^  Trojjin  crow 
Sc-nk  thuir  ))iin([iU't  to  rcMunv, 
Rusli  tlin  sonu-huniiiu  furi(>s 
Ami  th'  iintasted  viands  seizo. 

Fight  tJKMn  !  At  the  signal  souniUid, 
Hissing  iliC'S  the  arrowy  hail, 
To  the  mark  all  vainly  sent. 
Swoi'ds  are  dinted,  javelins  hent, 
Arrows  blunted  and  rel)ounded 
As  from  oil'  thrice-j)roven  mail. 

Launch  again  the  shattered  shipping, 
Let  the  eurseil  island  sink ! 
All  on  ])oard  eonfusedly  leap. 
Loose  their  sails  and  tem])t  the  deep, 
TremliJing  till  the  isle  is  (lij)ping 
'Xeath  the  far  horizon's  brink. 

8u(',h  the  legend  weirdly  charming, 
Wiiich  Yirgilius  Maro  sings  ; 
But  the  sapient  Pecksnili'  Smith 
Says  the  Har[)ies  are  a  myth, 
For  in  readiuj.  and  in  farming 
He  lias  never  met  such  things. 

Shall  old  fame  be  contradicted  1 
True,  the  fires  of  song  are  spent. 
But  th(^  Hariiies  still  survive, 
l^ro{)agate  their  breed  and  thrive, 
Not  to  one  lone  isle  restricted, 
Nor  the  eastern  continent. 
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164  TIIOY     AFLOAT. 

Floods  of  s<'oiii  witli  l;ui<j;]itor  ripiiliMl, 
Diiinmiul  I'oiiilcd  darts  of  uit 
Nevt^r  daunt  tlioiu  in  tho  le.ast  ; 
Still  thcv  fasten  on  the  feast, 
And,  instead  of  l)eing  crippled. 
Never  kno'.-  that  they  are  liit  ! 

Better  face  the  warrinj^'  weatlier, 

Xorth  and  South  and  West  and  East ; 
IJetter  Syrtis,  shifting  grounds. 
iJetter  Scy lie's  harking  hounds — 
BettfM"  all  of  them  together 
Tlian  one  fury  of  the  feast ! 


TROY    AFLOAT. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


In  these  pages  my  aim  was  to  give,  as  nearly  as  {tossible, a 
lilenJ  translation  of  the  tliii'd  book  of  Viigil's  J^hieid.  I  began 
the  work  in  hoy  hood,  and  abandoned  it  when,  on  heiomii)!; 
better  aoquainttd  with  i\\v.  Lati!<  langunge,  [  realised  my 
inability  to  perform  tiie  t^isk.  'J  he  following  is  put  of  tli" 
stoiy  related  by  /Eneas,  the  leader  of  the  exiled  Trojans,  to 
Dido,  queen  of  Carthage. 


After  it  pleased  the  gods  to  overtlirow 

The  power  of  Asia  and  the  race  of  Priam, — 

Unmerited  their  doom — wlu^n  Ilium  fell 

And  all  Neptunian  I'ruy  smoked  on  the  ground; 

To  diistant  exile  and  to  desert  shores 

Directed  hy  the  gods,  we  build  a  deet 

Chjbc  Ijy  Antandros, 'neath  the  Phrygian  hills, 
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i^i 


A.iul  knowing  not  wlioro  filter  ni;iy  bid  us  rost, 
Collect  our  UKMi.      'Twas  oarly  sumnuu-  tiuKi ; 


M 


V  su'c 


Auchiscs  ])a(lo  the  sails  bo  set 


I  tliitht'i'  steer, 


With  tears  we  hMve  tlie  coasts  ami  those  dear  fields 

Where  Troy  once  stood.     An  exile  s.uh3d  1  forth 

With  but  my  son,  uiy  e()nira(h's  and  tlie  gods. 

Ther(>  is  a  far  oil' bind  whos(^  anii)le  hidds 

The  Tliracians  till,  once  "ne  ith  Lycurgus'  laws  ; 

Friendly  to  Troy,  and  holding  kindriul  faitli, 

While  hapiiier  days  were  ours, 

And  on  tlie  curving  shore,  though  fate  o})i)0S6d 

1  lay  the  first  foundations  of  a  city, 

And  from  my  name  /Eneadse  call  the  place. 

To  my  Dionean  mothc^r  and  the  powers, 

AVho  looked  auspicious  on  my  work  bc^gun, 

I  sacrificed  ;    and  to  the  king  of  heaven 

I  slew  upon  tlu^  strand  the  struggling  bull. 


o->' 


It  chanced  a  mound  was  near,  ui)on  whose  top 

The  cornel  twigs  grew  close,  and  myrtle  shoots 

Rose  thickly-clustering,  all  like  [)ointed  spears. 

I  went,  and  strove  to  jduck  up  from  the  ground 

The  verdant  laurel-wood  that  1  nught  deck 

The  altar  with  its  fresh  and  leafy  boughs, 

When  lo  !  a  wonder  feaxful  to  relate-  ! 

For,  from  the  torn  roots  of  the  sju'ig  first  plucked 

Oozed  slowly  forth  and  fell  dark  drops  of  blood 

And  stained  the  earth  with  gore.     A  shudder  seized 

My  limbs,  an<l  chilly  horror  froze  my  veins  ! 

Agairi  I  plucked  another  tender  shoot 

The  hidden  and  mysterious  cause  to  find  ; 

A'^ain  from  out  the  bark  the  black  Idood  streamed. 


i/» 
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In  wonder  (loop,  1  prayod  th(^  wood'and  nymphs 

And  fatlior  Mavs,  who  o'er  those  fields  ])resid('s, 

That  they  nii^lit  turn  tliis  ])ro(ligy  to  good. 

Then  for  the  third  time  did  I  seize  a  shoot, 

Bonding,  for  stronger  grasp,  my  knees  to  earth. 

(Shall  1  proceed'^)    A  deep  groan  from  the  mound 

Arose,  and  thus  a  voice  my  ears  l)es})ake  : 

"  Why  tear  a  wretch,  ^Eneas  ?    Spare  the  dead, 

Nor  sully  ])ious  hands.      To  thee  in  Troy, 

I  was  no  stranger  ;  and  this  blood  is  mine. 

Oh  fly  this  cruel  land,  this  greedy  shore  ! 

For  1  am  Polydorus.      Here  transtix(id, 

This  iron  growth  of  arrows  covered  me 

And  grow  in  course  of  time  to  pointed  spears." 

Tlien,  all  bewildered  with  |>erplexing  fears 

1  stood,  with  stitl'oning  hair  and  ])Owerless  tonguo. 

This  Polydorus,  with  vast  stores  of  gt)ld, 

Had  been  confided  by  his  father  Priam 

Unto  the  Thracian  king  to  l)e  brought  up. 

When  first  the  Dardan  arms  liegan  to  viold, 

And  when  the  foe  our  city  held  besiegcnl. 

His  host,  when  fortune  loft  the  Tcucrian  arms 

And  followed  Agamemnon's  conquering  bands, 

Broke  all  restraint,  and.  murdering  Polydorus, 

Seized  on  his  w«'alth.      (What  will  not  irortals  do 

Tiirough  cursed  thirst  of  gold  ?)      My  dread  siih.VKliiig, 

Tj  our  cl(H'to(l  chiofs — my  fatlnu^  first  — 

I  toll  this  mir;iclo  and  ask  their  minds. 

All  conns(>l  nic  to  leave  this  wi(  ke(l  land 

And  sjtread  our  canvas  to  the  southern  gales. 


TROY     AFLOAT. 
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But  tir^t  we  colebratc  the  funeral  rites 
( )f  Pol ydonis,  heaping  for  his  tomb 
A  Li;o(>(]ly  mound,  with  ultars  to  his  shade; 
Tlio  Trojan  ladies  mournful  gather  round 
With  somlire  fillets  and  sad  cypress  crowned, 
Ami  with  loose-flowing  locks,  in  manner  due. 
TIkmi  bring  we  cups  of  warm  and  foaming  milk 
And  bowls  with  blood  of  recent  victims  fiUed  ; 
We  lay  his  soul  to  rest  within  the  tomb, 
And  with  united  voice  bid  him  farewell. 

Soon  as  the  (^eep  assumed  a  safer  look, 
O'er  its  smooth  Avaves  the  so\ith  winds  rustling  soft, 
My  comrades  launch  our  navies  from  the  beach. 
Forward  we  move — town,  shore  and  hills  recede. 

In  mid  sea  li(\s  a  very  pleasant  isle 
Sacred  to  Neptune  and  the  Xereids, 
Which,  floating  longa.round  the  shores  and  (toasts, 
The  god  wlio  bears  the  bon   first  stationed  firm, 
To  high  (Jyarus  and  Myconus  l)()und 
Imiiiovahh^  to  mo(dv  thel)urly  winds. 
Arriving  there,  its  placid  haven  received 
Our  wearied  crews.      Landing,  we  venerate 
The  city  of  A])ollo,  while  the  king, 
Aldus,  -lioth  king  of  men  and  priest  of  Ph(pbus — 
ills  temples  wreathed  with  sacred  bays,  drew  near 
And  recognistMl  an  ohl  frieml  in  Anchises. 
V\('  jciin   right  hands,  and  eiitci-  'lU'ath  the  roof. 
I  n  verciice  deep  the  temple  of  the  gods. 
The  sacreil  fane,  of  ancient  stones  co'istructed, 
0  Thynd)rian  A})ollo  !  grant,  1   cried, 
A  d\velling  for  oui'  own  ;  grant  sheltering  walls, — - 
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A  race  and  lasting  city.     Oli  preserve 
This  second  Perganiiis  of  Troy,  esca])ed 
The  Grecian  sword  and  l'uri(Kis  A  chides. 
Whom  shall  we  follow  I  whither  go?  or  whore 
Fix  our  abode  ?  0  father,  deign 
To  send  an  ohkmi  and  direct  our  minds  ! 

Scarce  had  1  spoke,  when  suddenly  all  things 
IJegan  to  tremble,  doors  and  sacnnl  laurels, 
And  even  tlie  mountain,  while  a  murmuring  sound 
Th(^,  tripod  gave,  in  its  recess  disclosed. 
Humbly  wn  bow  to  earth  and  hear  this  voic(\  : 
*'Ye  brave  D.irdanians,  that  same  land  which  bore 
Your  parent  race,  shall  to  her  joyous  breast 
Receive  you  back  ;  your  ancient  motiier  seek  ; 
TIkui  shall  th'  .Knean  line  extend  its  rule, 
Your  children's  children  and  their  progeny." 
Thus  Phoebus,  and  a  mighty  shout  of  Joy 
Arose  ;  and  all  in(piire  what  huid  is  nu'ant. 
Or  whither  IMupbus  wouM  our  wanderings  lead. 
My  sire,  then,  thinking  on  the  legxMids  old. 
Cried,  "  H(!ar,  ye  chiefs,  and  h^arn  your  future  hoj)es 
In  ocean  lies  the  Cretan  isle  of  Jove, — 
Mount  Ida  there,  the  cradle  of  our  race. 
This  fertile  realm  a  hundred  cities  holds  ; 
Thence  Father  Teucer,  oui'  great  ancestor, 
If  memory  serve-;,  first  soug'it  the  Uhi^lian  coast 
And  fixed  his  kingdom.      lliun;  was  not  yet, 
Nor  tovvery  Pergamus;  men  dwelt  hi  valleys  low. 
Tl\ence  Cybeli'.,  tiie  mother  goddess,  and 
The  br;c/:en  cymi/als  of  tlie  Corybantes 
And  ihc  IdcBa.!;  grove  ;  hence,  too,  those    rites, 
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Mysterious,  faitliful  k(^pt,  and  tlie  yoked  lions 

That  drew  the  sph^idid  cliariot  of  the  queen. 

The  gods  direct  us,  therefore  let  us  go, 

Appease  tlie  winds  and  seek  tlu;  (Inosian  realm. 

N'oi'  is  it  distant:  if  flove  will,  our  fleet 

Shidl  on  the  third  morn  touch  the  Cretan  strand." 

Thus  s[)oke  he,  and  Ujjon  the  altars  slew 

The  usual  victims,  ollering  first  a  hull 

To  Xeptune,  and  another  to  Apollo  ; 

A  hlack  shee])  to  the  sciowling  storm-wind,  and 

A  whit*,;  one  to  the  mild  propitious  zephyrs. 

Kc[)(»i't  said  that  the  (-hief,  l(h»nieiieus, 
K\]m'11(m1  the  king(h^m  of  his  sire,  h:id  left 
All  uninhal)ite(l  tlui  shores  of  Crete  ; 
Its  teiiantless  ahodes  no  foemcn  hehh 
A\'<'  leave  th'  ()rtygi;in  port,  and  o'er  tlie  sea 
W<'  s,  eed,  along  the  coast  of  Xaxos  where 
Each  hill-to[)  echoes  to  the  sport  of  Bacchus  ; 
Past  the  fair  shores  of  green  Donysa,    past 
Oh'aros  and  I^aros'  snow-white  cliffs, 
The  Cychides,  all  scattered  o'er  the  main. 
And  through  unnumhered  straits  thick-sown  with  isl. 
The  seamen  gaily  sing  amid  their  (hities  ; 
Cheerful  we  seek  our  own  ancestral  Crete  ; 
A  favoring  wind  our  onward  course  still  urges, 
And  soon  wc;  rea(th  the  old  Curetan  land. 

Then  eagerly  I  set  ahout  to  huild 
A  city  which  I  re-name  Pergamea  ; 
My  [leople,    whom  the  name  pk'ased,  1  exhort 
To  love  their  homes  and  rear  a  citadel. 
Now  were  our  ships  drawn  mo-^tly  on  the  beach, 
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Our  youth  ongapjod  in  tillinj^^  tlieir  new  fields 

And  ('.l\()o.sing  wives  ;   I  ^\ivi\  them  hiws,  and  fixed 

Their  ])()rtions  of  the  hind  ;  wlien  suddenly 

From  the  infected  skies,  m.  pestilence, 

Most  dive  and  j^revious,  fell  on  men  and  trees 

And  on  our  erops — a  season  fraught  with  death. 

Men  died  or  drag<;ed  their  feehle  frames  arouml  ; 

The  dogstar  also  seorehed  our  barren  fields; 

All  gref'u  things  withered,  and  the  sickly  crop 

Refused  us  food.     My  sire  advis(Ml  to  cross 

The  sea  again,  and  at  th'  Ortygian  shrine 

Implort!  great  Plujehus  to  remit  our  fault, 

To  show  our  weary  Journey's  end,  what  aid 

Our  toils  should  have,  and  whither  we  should  turn. 

'Twas  night,  and  slumlx'r  soothed  all  living  thing's 
The  imaged  gods  and  the  penates  brought 
With  me  from  'midst  the  ashes  of  old  Troy 
Rose  on  my  vision  whil(>  iji  sleep  I  lay, 
Seen  clearly  in  the  paley  light  which  streamed 
From  the  full  moon  through  window\s  in  the  wall. 
And  thus  they  siuuniMl  to  sjx^ik  and  soothe  my  cares: 
"Th.it  which  Apollo  would  have  told  thee  when 
Thou  left'st  Ortygia.  he  repeats,  unasked. 
And  lo  I   he  'I'ends  us  hither  to  thy  Ikhisc. 
We,  who  have  followed  both  thee  and  thy  arms 
Since  fair  Dardania  bla/.i'(l  ;   we,  who  have  crossc^l 
With  thee  and  in  thy  ships  the  swelling  dee[>, 
Will  raise  eveii  to  the  stars  thy  future  sons 
And  givt'  thy  city  i)ower.      Thou  shalt  prepare 
For  a  great  race  :  yi't  must  thou  wander  long. 
Change  this  abotle.      Apollo  bids  thee  not 
To  settle  on  these  shores,  nor  vet  in   Crete. 
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Tlicrc  is  a  land  (called  ])y  tlio  (Ireeks  Ilesjieria), 
All  old  laud,  strong'  in  arms  and  rich  in  soil : 
[.    Til"  (Kiiotrians  dwelt  tlicr(3  onc(^,  but  moderns  call 
Tilt'  jtrcscut  race  Italians,  from  their  chief. 
Those  are  our  seiits,  and  thence  ])ardanus  rose, 
And  Father  lasus.  from  which  prince  ye  sprang. 
Thcrefdre  arise,  and  to  thy  aged  sire 
This  sure  announcement  tell.     Then  let  him  seek 
Corytlius  and  the  Ausonian  land,  for  Jove 
Denies  to  thee  the  fair  l)ict«an  fields." 

Moved  hy  this  vision  Jind  the  voice  of  gods 
(Jt  was  no  dream,  for  I  ii])i)eared  to  sec 
Tlu'ir  faces  and  their  wreath-encircled  hair. 
And  all  their  features  plain  hefore  my  view. 
While  chilly  drops  u})on  all  my  forehead  stood) 
rp  from  my  ('oucli  I  sprang,  with  lifted  voice 
And  hands  to  lieaven  ;  then  j^our  I  mingled  gifts 
['poll  the  hearth.      This  glad  devotion  done, 
1  told  Anchises  all  in  full  detail 
Ih'  knew  the  race,  from  its  twin  sources  sprung, 
And  owned  hims(df  misled  hy  modern  fame 
Concerning  ancic  nt  plar-es.     Then  he  said  : 
''Sdii.  hy  the  destines  of  Troy  controlled, 
Ciissandru  sang  to  me  those  very  things, 
1  leeolh'c't  that  these  tilings  were  foretold 
Cnto  our  race,  and  that  tiiose  realms  were  called 
Sometimes  Hesperia,  sometimes  Italy. 
Ihit  who  then  thought  that  to  the  Hesperian  shores 
riie  Teuciians  were  to  come  ?  or  who  was  moved 
l>y  fair  Cassandra,  as  a  prophetess  1 
Yield  we  to  Phad)us  then,  and  thus  advised 
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A  hctttT  courso  pursue."      \\v  said,  and  we 
AVitli  glad  alacrity  his  voico  ohcy. 
Leaviui;'  our  scttlcniciit  and  sonio  few  lUiui, 
We  spread  our  sails,  and  in  our  Indlow  l)ark? 
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Our  ships  were  out  at  sea  ;  no  longer  laiul 
AVas  seen,  hut  sky  ahove  an  1  waves  around  ; 
When  o'er  our  masts  a  gloom v  st(U'm-eloud  huiiL' 
With  tempt^st  ('harge(l  ;   th(^  (hirkeneii  sea  gi'cw  reiiLi 
The  winds  piled  up  the  rolling  waves,  and  huge 
Tiu'  ])illows  rose  ;   all  scattered,  we  were  driven 
O'er  the  wide  surface  of  the  hoiling  niaiu. 
The  clouds  wrapjted  in  the  sun,  damp  night  oh-^cmvil 
The  heavens,  tiiu'ce  lightnings  hui'st  the  sullen  cluuil 
Far  fi'om  our  course  we  stray  on  s(»as  unknown. 
Even  raliiiurus  could  no  longer  tell 
Tlic  day  from  night  <'r  ascertain  the  way. 
Thus  sailed  we,  in  l)lind  darkness,  on  the  dee[) 
Dmi.ig  three  sunless  davs,  three  starless  nights  ; 
At  huigth  on  the  fourtli  m  >ru  the  land  was  seen, 
Witli   distant  risiuLC  hills  and  curlinu'  smoke. 
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The  sailors,  with  their  vigorous  strokes,  turn  u] 
The  t'ojuning  hrine  and  sweep  the  azure  plain. 
The  Htropliades  reccuved  us  to  their  shores, 
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And  other  Harpies  duadl,  since  Phiueus'   hous(^ 
Was  closed  against  thiuu,  and  through  terror,  the, 
Were  forced  their  former   t;d)!es  to  a])andon. 
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,\(i  iiKHislcr  dread  ns  Llicy,  iio  licrccr  jicst 
(^'aii  nvir  it^  licad  al)i)V(;  the  Sty^,naii  flood  : 
Iliitfc  liinls  witli  female-  faces,   and  with   hands 
Like  claus;  their  fearful  visa;^es  are  j)alo 
With  lastin*;  huiij^-ei'.  — 

When  we  the  liarhor  hero  liad  entered,  lo  ! 
Sjin^ad  oer  the  plains  wo  saw  the  f^oodly  herds 
And  flocks  of  ^^oats  that  hrows*  d  at  will  tho  grass. 
\\'^'  o'ive  tlieni  (diase,  antl  V(tw  to  oiler  up 
A  portion  of  the  game  to  dove  himself 
And  to  the  other  gods.      Then  on  the  beatdi 
Wc  strew  our  (;ouchos  and  commence  our  fe.ist. 
l!ut  sudden,  with  a  herce  swoop  from  the  hills, 
Till!  Harpies  come,  and  fla])ping  loud  their  wings, 
Seize  on  our  viands  with  their  loathsome  ehit(di, 
While  'mid  the  foul  sten(di  rise  tlieir  hideous  cries. 
Again  far  off,  l)eneath  a  slielving  rock 
Shut  in  by  thickest  trees  and  gloomy  shades, 
AV(.'  lay  our  tal)les  and  our  altar  tires. 
Again,  swift  swarming  from  their  lurking  place. 
The  noisy  flock  with  piercing  claws  surround 
Tile  feast,  polluting  everything  they  touch. 
I  order  now  my  men  to  gras]>  their  arms, 
Antl  wage  strange  warfare  with  the  brood  accurst. 
Tis  done  :  they  liide  their  swords  among  the  grass. 
And  carefully  conceal  their  shields  from  sight. 
Then,  as  again  the  Hari)ies  downward  glide, 
Their  pinions  sounding  o'er  the  curving  strand, 
Mix'uus  gives  the  signal  by  a  blast 
rpon  a  trumpet,  from  his  look-out  high. 
My  comrades  rise,  and  in  close  tight  engage 
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P)Ut  not  tlic  slitditt'st  wound  in  \vin<'  or  l)r('iist 
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Leave  their  rank  traces  on  our  fcN-ist  (h^spoilcd. 

Tlien  1)V  herself  ii|H)n  a  h>flv  rock 

CelcT^no  [)erelie(i,  and  cried  witli  ominous  croak  : 

"S])a\vu  of  Laoniedon  !  sufliccs  not 

( )ur  shiU}j;litore(l  herds,  hut  will  ye  war  on  us, 

And  drive  us,  harmless,  from  our  rightful  svats? 

Let  those,  my  words,  sink  deop  into  your  souls : 

What  th(!  almighty  father  first  disclosed 

To  Plujehus,  and  the,  latter  showed  to  \mi, 

I,  foremost  of  tlie  furies,  tell  to  you. 

Ye  S(5ek  the  Italian  coast ;  the  winds,  implored, 

At  length  may  suffer  you  to  reach  its  ports  ; 

Yet  en;  ye  gird  with  walls  the  destined  city, 

Fierce  famine,   for  the  injury  done  to  us, 

Sliall  force  your  hands  to  gnaw  with  woltish  teeth 

Their  verv  tables,  in  (h^fault  of  food  !  " — 
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Ve  j^n-ncrous  favorites  of  tlic  hoavonly  iimso, 
Two  (litloroiit  courses  o\w.\\  on  your  view  : 
(I lory  and  wc^alth  invito  ;  ye  wisely  choose 

The  nobkir  of  the  two. 

Thy  choice,  0  Manuel,  was  early  fixed  ; 

Its  ])roniptin^s  hade  thine  infant  pulses  leap. 

Jjut  with  thy  glory  woe  is  intermixed, 

And  we  behold  thee  weep  ! 

Yet  blush  to  envy,  as  a  thing  of  worth, 
That  st(;rile  eiise  which  sluggish  souls  desire. 
To  them  belong  the  treiisures  of  the  earth, 

To  us  belongs  the  lyre. 

Thy  country  is  the  world,  the  centuries  thine  ; 
For  when  this  generation  is  no  more, 
Successive  ages,  at  the  gohhm  shrine. 

Thy  memory  shall  adore. 

Yes,  glory  waits  thee.     But  how  hardly,  and 
At  what  a  cost  her  sacred  court  we  gain  ! 
See  dire  nusfortune  at  the  portal  stand 

To  dash  our  joy  with  pain. 
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llearllcss  louiii  saw  Iut  mighty  bard — 
Stooping  with  hliiuhicss  and  the  weight  of  years— 
Hold  in  Ids  wasted  hand   (oil  sad  reward!) 

A  hreaiU'i'Ust  wet  witli  tears! 

Tlien  think  (»f  Dante — ])r()ii(h'st  of  his  race  — 
Begging  an  ahns,  his  latest  refuge  gone, 
His  sjti'it  tortured  till  his  once  sweet  face 

drew  fierce  to  look  uiK)n. 

And  Tasso,  hunung  with  a  fatal  flame, 
In  prison  dreamed  of  beauty  and  renown  ; 
His  brows  received  too  late  the  wreath  of  fame, 

And  were  too  soon  crushed  down. 


See  ]»ale  Cervantes  crouching  on  his  knees 
Within  a  dungeon,  feeble,  stricken,  maimed. 
His  genial  humor  which  a  world  could  p'ease. 


The  dull  king's  wrath  inflamed. 


How  many  victims  live  from  hope  apart, 
Striving  with  fate  or  with  some  tyrant's  will ! 
Dear  God  I  it  seems  as  if  the  greatest  heart 

Were  doomed  to  deepest  ill. 


Yet  silence  every  murmur  of  the  lyre ; 
Let  weaker  spirits,  wail  their  lot  forlorn. 
Thee,  crownless  king,  such  injuries  should  inspire 

With  strength  and  lofty  scorn. 
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Be  like  tlio  cnglc,  tliat  sublimely  soars, 
Fi(Mring  ill!  sj»aoo  with  strong,  umliiuntoil  eyes; 
\\\wn  round  his  native  clitl'  the  tlnniiler  roars, 

He  seeks  the  upper  skies. 

What  matter  if  their  })arbarous  deeree 
To  foreign  shores  devote  thy  weary  tread  1 
What  matter  if  the  desert  sands  should  be 

Thy  last  intended  ])ed  1 

^or  chains,  nor  exile,  nor  the  desi)ot's  rage 
Can  quench  the  ardor  of  a  noble  mind. 
Li.sbon  shall  claim  the  eternal  heritage 

Tliv  Lrenius  leaves  behind. 

Thou  to  a  nation's  love  shalt  ])e  restored — 
Athens  her  banished  patriot  did  recall  : 
When  Coriolanus  fell,  the  Roman  sword 

Was  first  to  avenge  his  f.all. 

And  gentle  Ovid,  though  he  died  exiled, 

With  suiti)liant  hands  stretched  towards  his  distant 

home. 
Bequeathed  his  ashes  to  the  Scythian  wild, 

His  glorious  song  to  Rome  I 
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Tiiio  jKH't  s;m<^f  :  liis  luiiii)  Imrncd   low 
Tin'  sliadnws  (Ict'iiciKMl  ill  his  room. 

As  listening  to  tlicsc!  notes  of  woe, 

Wliicli  stirred  tlie  ini'hiij^lit's  lieart  of  gloom. 

The  liower  of  luv  life  is  all  faded  — 
Too  early  'twas  reiil  hy  the  thorn  ; 

My  (lav  has  heen  darklv  o"ersha(h'(l, 
And  nii-ht  follows  close  on  the  morn. 

A  .strife  hetwixt  |)assion  and  duty, 
A  thirst  for  the  wild  and  the  free, 

A  vision  of  wondei'fnl  heuiity, 
A  dream  of  things  never  to  ])e  ; 

A  landscape  when»  l)road-s]  reading  meadows 
W(M'e  wooed  hy  the  amorous  skies; 

A  desolate  region  of  shadows 

Where  hope  grows  l)ewildered  and  dies  ; 

A  clear  hrook,  whose  dimples  of  gladness 
White  lilies  leaned  over  to  kiss  ; 

A  tiirhid  stream,  whirling  in  madness 
Right  over  the  fearful  abyss. 

A  ])rief  s])aee  of  love  and  caresses — 
A  moment  that  shook  every  trust  ; 

An  hour  of  renior.se  and  distresses, 

Then  downward  to  darkness  and  dust ! 


THE     DYING    POET 
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III  .1  (list.iut  lainl  tliorc  grows  a  tree 

\\y  j)kMsiire  and  l)y  pale  ileatli  haunted  ; 
Sweet  rest  is  fatal  'neatli  its  l»ouglis  enc';  mted  : 

Delight  of  h)ve,   tliat  [>Iant  resenil)les  tljee. 

Thy  mortal  sliade  has  waved  o'er  me, 

Wlicrc,  hUled  in  treaclierous  repose, 

Fond  wreteli !   I  well  have  merited  these  woes. 

Bn\ik,  lyre  beloved  ;  thou  canst  not  share 

With  me  the  darksome  vault  and  chill ; 
liiit  all  thy  notes,  once  free  us  air, 

Must  be  forever  liushed  and  still. 
Posteritv  mav  never  own 
My  name,  when  judging  from  her  throne 

Renown  that  never  fades  ; 
As  Kgypt  judged,  in  days  of  yore 
Fast  by  her  lone  lake's  mystic  shore. 

Her  kings'  departed  shades. 


And  vet  ye  few  with  hearts  sincere  — 
Friends,  ever  firm  and  ever  dear. 

My  dying  pain  is  less 
Thai  some  imperfect  lays  of  mine 
Vou  will  preserve  on  mein'ry's  shrine 

From  cold  forgetfulness, 
And  you,  with  whom  my  soul  was  twined 
From  childhood— lovely  womankind  ! — 

Kxcn  now  your  features  seem 
Before  my  wavering  sight  to  glide 
Like  sun-bright  things  in  autumn-tide. 

Or  like  a  morning  dream. 


I 
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TIIK     IIKROS     BATTLE-PRAYER. 


Sweet  pliiiutoiiis  !  (-ome  ;  my  shad*?  doniands 
One  hist  sad  olieriu^  at  your  hands  — 
When  gonc^rous  spring,  returning,  weav(;s 
Tlie  gohlen  thread  of  lengthening  (hiys 
Then,  while  the  dewy  twilight  st 'ys, 
Come,  strew  upon  my  humhle  tomb 
Fresh  roses — flowers  of  briefest  bloom — 
As  emblems  of  my  early  doom  !  — 

The  i)oet  sang  :  as  ceased  the  liymn, 

llis  icy  hand  let  fall  the  lyre. 
His  lamp,  his  life  at  once  grew  dim — 

One  moment  saw  them  both  expire. 


THE    HEUaS    BATTLE-PRAYER. 


FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  KORNER. 


Father,  I  call  on  thee ! 
Wrapt  in  the  })attle's  fiery-bosomed  cloud. 
Amid  its  thunderlnirsts  so  fierce  and  loud, 
Disposer  of  events,  I  call  on  thee 

Father,  thou  leadest  me. 


Father,   thou  leadest  me  ; 
And  whether  death  or  victory  be  mine, 
I  yield  to  the  inscrutable  design  ; 
According  to  thy  will,  so  lead  thou  me. 

And  I   acknowledge  thee. 


THE     hero's     battle-prayer. 


IBl 


Yes,  I  Jicknowlodgn  tlioo, 
Both  in  tlifi  si)riiig-tiiu«'s  vivifying  breath, 
Ami  in  tlie  war-storm's  suli»liurous  blast  of  death  ; 
CxTi'Ait  sonrre  of  being,  I  acknowlcnlge  thee. 

Father,   tlioii  guardest  nw. 

Futher,  thou  guardest  me, 
And  to  thy  sovereign  care  my  life  1  trust. 
Thou  may'st  reclaim  it  from  the  gory  dust, 
For  thine  owu  purpose;  still  Thou  guardest  me  ; 

All  praise  give  1  to  thee  ! 

All  i)raise  give  I  to  thee  ! 
Since,  not  for  mad  ambition's  vain  reward, 
But  in  a  holy  cause  we  draw  the  sword, 
Bid  triumph  chant  a  liymn  of  praise  to  thee. 

My  God,  and  smile  on  me. 


My  God,  smile  thou  on  me. 
For  freedom's  sake  ;  and  if  my  veins  must  flow 
To  seal  the  deathless  record-— be  it  so. 
For  freedom's  sake,  more  dear  than  life  to  me. 

Father,  I  call  on  thee. 
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CALUMNY. 


CALU^f^Y 


FKOM    TIIK    FKENTH. 


I'uNisH  calniniiy,  vc  lungs; 

For  its  |i()is(ni  ]»n»{ith 
Into  I  oacefiil  placos  ])ring.s 

Troiiltlc,  strife  antl  death  ! 


liow  it  seeks  to  blast  tlie  name 
Of  (love-like  innoei'nce  ! 

Xrainst  its  sly,  assassin  aim 
lie  a  strong  defenee, 


'Tis  a  monster  in  disguise, 
Co\ cring  liate  ^vitll  art ; 

On  its  t(»ngue  are  lunieyed  lies — 
Murder  in  its  heart. 


Follow  not  its  suhtlt'  ('(Hirse 


S( 


itli 


«( 


own  witn  sjiecious  flowers. 
In  its  footstcjts  comes  remorse 
And  the  whole  devours  ! 


WOMAN. 
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in),\rAN. 


FIIO.M    ANACIIKOX. 


(rHKAT  iiaturo,  at  time  of  croatinj',  iissi«;no(l 


r>t 


M(ist  suitiil)lc  gifts  to  each  various  kind  : 

A  ii!it(l«'l  of  strciigtli  (til  the  ])iill  slio  conferrM 

Willi  a  fivMitlct  that  crnwiuMl  him  tlio  king  of  the  herd. 

Then  tlio  lion  came  fortli  with  a  terrihh*  (h>\ver — 

Tli<^  iinii)n  of  majesty,  iicrccncss  and  power. 

Mk;  tinntrons  liare  and  the  jtrond-praneing  steed 

She  fitted  ('\j)ressly  for  W(>n(h'rful  speed  ; 

And  slie  gave  to  th(^  l)ird,  with  its  plnmage  so  fair. 

Those  wings  that  can  traverse  tlie  regions  of  air  ; 

To  t\\o  fish,  tins  and  tail,  that  at  will  it  might  sw(»op 

Kiir  pastime  or  food  through  the  limitless  deep. 

<  hi  man  she  hestowed,  for  a  dignified  use, 

A  mind  that  can  jtieree  through  the  dark  and  ahstruse, 

Hut  when  she  formed  woman — her  crowning  intent — 

Xiiture,  finding  such  gifts  as  the  first,  had   heen  spent, 

Kiidowed  her  with  heautv's  celestial  charms, 

As  the  l)rightest  and  most  irresistible  arms. 

AihI  tlie  woman,  to  whom  tln^se  sweet  blessings  belong. 

Can  humble  the  haughty  and  vampiish  the  strong; 

Controlling  the  wild,  and  refining  the  rude, 

^Mie  smile  from  her  lips,  and  the  world  is  subdued! 
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TO     ANNIE. 


TO    ANNIE. 


(See  Horace's  well  known  Ode  to  Pyrrha. ) 
OoME,  Annit',  to  my  wish  disclose 
What  stiii»nn^',  (h'ckcMl  with  many  u  roso 

Tho  April  air  perfuming, 
Now  courts  you  'ncutli  tlie  grotto's  sliade, 
For  whom  tliosc  auburn  loi^ks  you  hraid 

So  neatly  unassuming. 

Ah  !  soon  he'll  moiirn  the.  hrokcm  vow, 
And  hlame  th(»,  gods  who  change  allow 

In  words  of  soh^mn  sweetness. 
Won(h»r  and  grief  shall  till  his  eyes 
When  rude  waves  heave  and  black  Btorma  rise 

With  unexpected  ttecitness. 

He  now  believes  you  void  of  wiles, 
All  golden  with  enduring  smiles, 

All  amiable  and  tender, 
Nor  yet  sus}>ects  deceitful  gales  : 
How  wretched  they  with  whom  i)re vails 

Your  seeming  placid  splendor  ! 

For  me,  the  votive  tablet  shows 
My  j)ictured  shi[)  in  saf(^  repose  - 

An  oltc'ring  of  d(;voti(jn 
To  heaven,  by  whose  kin<l  Jiid  I  shaped 
A  wiser  course,  and  death  escaped 

Upon  love's  treachennis  ocean.* 

*  A  man  who  had  escaped  perils  on  the  ocean  was  bound 
to  hang  up  in  the  temple  a  picture  of  his  ship  as  a  thank- 
offering  to  the  sea-god. 


THK     UICHEHT     RUIiBR. 
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THE    RICHEST    RULER. 


FROM    THK   (lERMAN. 


Sat  full  many  (xerinan  priiK^os 
In  the  imperijil  liall  of  Worms  : 

Each  Ilia  land,  its  wealth  and  numhers 
Boasted  in  exulting'  terms. 

"(ilorious,"  spoke  the  kingly  Saxon, 
*'  Is  my  land  in  wealth  and  might ; 

Kvery  hill  within  its  hosom 

Hoards  a  mine  of  silver  hright !  " 

"  Smiles  my  land  in  gay  ahundance," 
Said  th«'.  Elector  from  the  Rhine  ; 

*'  Golden  grain  in  valleys  growing— 
On  the  slopes,  the  blushing  vine." 

*'  Giant  cities,  stately  convents," 

Ludwig  of  Havana  cried, 
-"  Stand  to  prove  1  rule  the  grandest 

Realm  in  (iermany  so  wide  !  " 

Eberhard,  the  grey  and  bearded, 
Wiirtemberg's  beloved  lord, 

Said,   "  My  land  has  no  great  cities, 
No  vast  hills  with  silver  stored. 


f  I 
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•rilK     WANDKHINii     .JEW. 


*'  V«'t  it  ]\n\{\<  solium  liitlilt'ii  tn^iisurus^ 
Not  ii  mail  iK'iicatli  my  sway 

h\ii  my  \\v.u\  1  mi)^'lit  securely 
( )ii  Ills  lap  cnnlidin^'  lay." 

Tlicii  the  Saxnii,  till'  IVivariaii 
Ami  tlic  Klit'iiish  prince  declaro  : 

"  Ndhle  ('(Hint,  y<»u  are  tlu^  riclu^st 
For  your  land  has  jewels  rare  !  " 


77//!-'  irAM>i:iuxa  jew 


FItOM    TIIIO    IKIO.NCII    OK    ni<:i{AN(}E[l. 


U  CiiuisriAN  I   nightly  ])lace  for  me 
A  rn^)  of  water  at  your  door  ; 


am 


that 


d 


wanderer,  doomoi 


1. 


<1  to  1 


)e 


The  wliii'lwind's  sjiort  forev(MMnore. 
Not  j^n'owiii^f  old  throu<,di  time  so  vast, 

Its  end  my  only  hope  forlorn  ; 
Kach  ni^dit  I  pr.iy  may  he  the  last, 

J»ut  ever  comes  the  hated  morn. 


1' 


ver.  ever, 


Turns  the  worM  and  I  am   hurled, 


(hi  t 


ori'ver  and  foi'evei 


Willie  eighteen  centuries  have  rolled. 
O'er  (Ireek  and  Roman  grandeur  gone, 

O'er   wrecks  of  mighty  realms  of  old 
The  fearful  wiiirlwind  drives  nu'  on. 


iiii-;    WANDKHiNd   .new. 


I'vr  l«mk<'(l  on  ^t'tMl  whicli  did  not  thrive 
Wliiic  evil  j^row — n  H|H'«','i(lin,i^  tree — 

I've  seen  (tlic  «»M  World  to  survive) 
A  new  world  rise  froiii  out  tlic  sea. 
Kvcr,  cvci',  tVc. 


If  'iK'Mtli  tlic  ailnitus  in  flower, 

On  K'rassy  sward  or  liy  tlie  wave, 
I  s;'ek  to  rest  one  little  lioiir, 

1  hear  the  furious  whirlwind  rave. 
What  hoots  it  that  the  sullen  sky 

A  uionient  wears  its  soinhn;  vest? 
Could  less  than  all  <'t<'rnity 

Atrord  from  such  a  journev  rest? 
Kver,  ever,  iK:e. 


1H7 


Ah  !  many  children,  fair  and  ^'ay 

As  once  wen^  mine,  my  sij^dit  engage  ; 

lint  while  I  glance  u]»on  their  play, 
T\h\  whirlwind  hursts  with  douhle  rage 

Ve  aged  men  !  grieve  not  that  time 
I»ends  earthward  cvcrN  hoarv  head. 

■  I' 

Look  on  those  children-   -for  my  crinu^ 
Nfy  foot  ui»on  their  dust  shall  tread  ! 
Ever,  ever,  tVc. 


When  of  the  walls  where  I  was  ])orn, 
I  find  some  trace — a  crumhled  mass — 

In  vain  I  strive  to  st)|)  and  mourn, 
The  smlden  whirlwind  hids  me  pass. 
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And  cries  a  voi(ie  from  out  the  gloom, 
"  Live  on  till  all  things  cease  to  be  ! 

Here  sleep  thy  sires,  but  in  their  tomb 
There  is  no  place,  no  rest  for  thee  ! " 
Ever,  ever,  &c. 

With  brutal  jeers  1  did  deride 

The  man-god  in  his  agony — 
I  feel  the  ground  beneath  me  glide, 

Again  the  whirlwind  seizes  me  ! 
0  ye  who  feel  not  l>ity's  touch 

Go  tremble  at  .i  doom  so  strange  ; 
Not  wronged  divinity  so  much 

As  human  wrongs  doth  God  avenge. 
Kver,  ever 
Turns  the  world,  and  1  am  hurled, 

On  forever  and  forever. 


GENIUS. 


VICTOR    HUGO. 


Woe  to  that  child  of  tenderness 

Who  in  this  world  of  fraud  and  force 
Bears  in  his  soul  companionless 

A  ray  from  truth's  eternal  source  ! 
Yes,  woe  !  for  envy's  venomed  tooth 
Shall  fasten  on  the  unwary  youth, 

And  like  the  fabled  vulture  dire, 
As  maddened  by  his  haj)py  song. 
Torture  the  new  Prometheus  long 

For  having  stolen  tlie  heavenly  tire. 


GENIUS. 

Or  jileasure  to  liis  view  reveals 

Her  charms  to  flatter  and  beguile  ; 
Well  may  he  tremhle  when  he  feels 

The  power  of  that  insidious  smile. 
Even  as  the  glamored  bird  essays 
To  fly  the  serpent's  glittering  gaze 

Tliat  lures  the  singer  to  destruction, 
Awhile  from  bough  to  bough  he  flies 
Irresolute,  then  yielding,  dies 

A  victim  to  the  bright  seduction. 
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its 


But  if  he  compass  his  design 

By  forms  of  fadeless  beauty  led, — 
If  round  his  living  brow  they  twine 

The  leaves  which  grow  but  for  the  dead, 
Then,  error,  ignorance  and  hate — 
Unholy  traitors — lie  in  wait 

To  make  the  fond  enthusiast  falter  ; 
Even  fame,  his  goddess,  does  not  spare  ; 
She  leads  him  to  her  temple  fair 

And  immolates  him  on  her  altar. 


Yet  though  misfortune  ever  kept 

In  store  for  such  the  scourge  and  chain, 
Who  wouid  not  joyously  accept 

Briglii  genius  at  the  price  of  pain  ? 
What  mortal,  feeling  through  his  frame 
The  thrill  of  that  mysterious  flame 

Which  lights  afar  the  flood  of  time. 
Would  to  the  voice  of  caution  hark, 
And  doubtful,  think  the  future  dark. 

Whose  very  shadows  are  sublime  t 
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HAPPINESS. 


HAPriXESS. 


\ 


FROM    THE    GERMAN. 


A  floetiug  tiling  is  liaj>j>iiu'ss, 
It  will  not  long  roniain  ; 
'»nt  tlu^y  follow  afar 
Us  di'lusivG  star 

To  tind  increasing  pain. 

Lay  you  down  on  the  fragrant  sward 
\nd  sing  tlie  sunny  hour ; 
■  ''G  A  the  hroad  ])lue  skies 
X  our  half-shut  eyes 

May  drink  its  silent  power. 


Then  cherish  it  tenderly,  secretly, 
And  speak  not  of  the  charm. 
For  song  may  allure 
A  sjiirit  ]ture 

That  our  common  speech  would  alarm. 


THE     RALLAD     OF     TlIK     IJODENSEE. 


191 


THE    BALLAD    OF    THE    BODENSEh. 


SCHWAB. 


(The  tradition  is  that,  during  a  winter  of  unusual  severity 

in  Switzerlaaul,  Lake  Constance,   (der  Bodensee  )  was  firmly 

•ozen  over,  and  that  i  traveller  at  nightfall,  wishing  to  reach 

the  opposite  side,  actually  rode  over  the  ice,  mistaking  its 

surface  for  a  level  plain.) 

A  HOUSEMAN  rides  down  the.  valley  low  ^ 

In  ii  gliinincring  wilderness  of  snow. 

Through  tlie  cold  deep  drift  he  speeds  away 
To  reach  the  lake  ere  the  close  of  day. 

For  his  steed  and  he  must  be  ferried  o'er 
This  very  night  to  the  farther  shore. 

Away  over  buried  bush  and  stone, 
On  a  path  untrodden,  he  rides  alone. 

The  hill  is  past,  and  the  level  land 

Stretches  white  and  wide,  like  a  plain  of  sand. 

Far,  far  behind  him  are  hamlet  and  town, 
And  his  road  leads  neither  up  nor  down. 

And  so  for  a  mile  or  two  he  flies. 

While  the  snow-birds  shriek  in  the  dusky  skies. 

The  startled  black-ducks  flutter  around, 
But  his  ear  can  catch  no  other  sound. 
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His  eye  can  discern  no  living  wight 
To  guide  liis  doubtful  course  aright. 

At  length  through  the  slowly  deepening  night 
Shines  out  in  the  distance  a  twinkling  light. 

Then  tree  Jif  ter  tree  the  prospect  fills, 
And  beyond  them  faintly  rise  the  hills. 

Over  stock  and  stone  with  eager  speed 
He  spurs  more  shari)ly  his  panting  steed. 

The  watch-dogs  soon  at  his  coming  bark, 
And  the  village  hearth-fires  gladden  the  dark. 

"  Ho  there  !  at  the  window,  my  little  maid. 
How  far  is  it  hence  to  the  lake  1 "  he  said. 


There  was  wonder  on  the  maiden's  brow 

As  she  answered,  "  The  lake  is  behind  you  now  ! 

"  And  were  it  not  for  the  ice  afloat 
On  its  tide,  I  should  think  you  were  Just  fiwi 
the  boat." 

The  stranger  he  shuddered,  he  breathed  witli  paiiL 
"  I  have  ridden  hither  across  yon  plain." 

Then  the  maiden  she  lifted  her  hands  and  spaing 
"  Great  God  !  you  have  ridden  across  the  lake ! 

"  You  have  dinted  the  thin  and  brittle  roof 
Of  the  bottomless  pit  with  your  horse^s  hoof. 


TlIK     BAT.LAD     OF     THK     BODENSEE. 
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"  Did  the  water  not  gurgle  bciieatli  your  track  1 
Did  the  ice  give  forth  no  warning  crack  ? 

"  'Twas  a  miracle  doomed  you  not  to  sleep, 
The  tishes'  i»rey,  in  the  (;hilly  dee])." 

She  rouses  the  village, — she  calls  aloud, 
And  the  staring  peo})lo  around  him  crowd. 

They  give  him  their  blessing,  each  gossip  and  wife ; 
"  Dear  man  you  may  thank  your  stars  for  life  ! 

"  Come  in  by  the  fire,  the  table  is  spread. 
You  shall  have  the  best  of  our  beer  and  bread." 

But  the  horseman  neither  s[)oke  nor  stirred. 
"  Across  the  lake  "  was  all  he  had  heard. 

His  heart  stopped  beating,  liis  hair  rose  straight, 
xVround  him  seemed  yawning  the  jaws  of  fate. 

He  saw  the  floods  beneath  him  gush. 
And  his  spirit  sank  in  the  icy  crush. 

A  cold  sweat  drenched  each  j)owerless  limb, 
His  glaring  eyes  grew  fixed  and  dim. 


He  fell  from  his  horse—one  gasp  he  gave, 
And  that  friendly  shore  was  his  frozen  grave. 

13 


194 


{S1'RIN(J     .S()N(i. 


SFH1N(}    SONG. 


FROM     THE     (lERMAN. 


The  cartli  reposes,  aiul  tlio  chill 

( )f  winter  lingers  over  all  ; 
She  is  not  (lead,  she  sliiinhers  still 

To  wake  at  springtinie's  cheery  call. 

And  as  the  ])al)e,  untouched  with  grief, 
►Sleeps  on  the  fond  maternal  breast, 

So  sleej)  the  embryo  flower  and  leaf 
Encradled  in  their  silken  nest. 

They  dream  of  mild  and  fragrant  air. 
Of  jewelled  eve  and  golden  dawn  ; 

They  see,  rejoicing  everywhere, 

The  deep  green  wood,  the  grassy  lawn. 

They  hear  the  merry  birds  aloft, 

The  brooklet  close  beside  them,  sing ; 

The  butterflies  caress  them  soft, 

The  murmuring  bees  unto  them  cling. 


Then  ope  the  flowers  their  wondrous  eyes 
To  view  the  splendor  far  and  near  ; 

The  glimmering  dream  that  instant  flies — 
Behold  the  spring  already  here. 


THK     DErtERTEUS     FlilEND. 
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THE   DESERTER'S  FRIEND. 


FROM  THE  GERMAN. 


The  drum's  dull  beat  and  the  signal  gun 
Announce  the  hour  of  the  sentenced  one. 
Oh  hasten  the  deed  for  the  dear  Lord's  sake — 
But  let  me  not  see  it.     My  heart  would  break  ! 

My  comrade  he,  and  my  firmest  friend 
From  our  first  proud  i    irch  till  this  awful  end. 
Alas  !  am  I  ordered  among  the  rest 
For  a  deadly  aim  at  his  living  breast  ? 


He  lifts  for  a  moment  his  last  sad  gaze  ; 
His  face  is  bright  with  the  sun's  soft  rays. 
And  see  !  how  they  cruelly  bandage  his  eyes. 
God  open  them  quickly  in  Paradise  ! 

Nine  rifles  sharp  and  shuddering  speak  ; 
Eight  bullets  have  left  each  a  bloody  streak  ; 
Not  one  of  them  in  a  fatal  part, — 
Thank  God,  it  was  mine  that  pierced  his  heart ! 
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CITII). 


CUPID. 


FROM    ANACREON. 


Cupid,  as  ho  softly  lay 

( )n  a  b(Hl  of  roses  gay, 

l^y  a  bee,  concealed  among 

The  ])liishing  flowers,  was  deei)ly  stung. 

Wild  with  pain,  he  straight  withdrew 

And  to  lovely  Yenus  Hew  ; 

Wailing  out  in  piteous  cry 

Mother  !  see,  I  faint,  1  die, 

For  that  little  winged  thing, — 

Insect  with  a  ser[»ent's  sting. 

Called  by  shepherd  swains  a  bee — 

Hath  severely  wounded  nie. 

Then  with  looks  and  accents  mild 

Answered  she  the  suilering  child  : 

If  so  slight  a  thing  can  give 

Anguish  thus  to  make  thee  grieve, 

Think  how  feels  the  wretched  heart 

Which  thou  piercest  with  thy  dart. 


COUNTHY     LIKK. 
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mUNTBY    LIFE. 


IIOIIACK,    EroDK    II. 


How  l>lt3st,  remote  ''^iii  l)usinesH  strife, 

Is  lie  who  leads  a  (juict  life, 

As  (lid  our  sires — the  hajn>v  duellers 

111  cots  with  lar^fe  j)(>tMto  cellars, — 

Kntirelv  free  from  all  the  din 

Of  this  eternal  jige  of  tin  I 

No  fire-alarms  disturb  his  sleep — 

He  has  no  venture  on  the  deej)  ; 

The  midnight  storm  without  may  roar, 

And  hurl  huge  breakers  on  the  shore, 

Thev  cannot  even  drown  his  snore  ! 

The  air  he  lu'eathes  is  free  from  taint  ; 

He  lives  unknown  to  pride's  restraint. 

He  wisely  shuns  the  courts  of  law 

As  he  would  shun  a  tiger's  ]>aw. 

He  has  no  nionev  to  invest, 

So  never  has  a  hollow  chest ; — 

He  melts  not  down  o'er  cards  and  wine. 

Nor  heeds  if  shares  and  stocks  decline. 

AVitli  limbs  inured  to  honest  toil, 

He  cultivates  ])aternal  soil. 

And  many  a  ])usy  hour  devotes 

To  barley,  turnips,  beans  and  oats. 

And  sees  his  broad  fields  si»rinkled  over 

And  blushing  rich  with  scented  clover. 
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TIIK     Kin<iIITKNKl>     FAWN. 


77//;    HUiinTKSKl)    FAWN, 


IMITAIION    OF    HORACK. 


"  Vitas  hinnuleo  nic  HiiniliB,"  kc. 

Stay,  (Icnrcst,  ^'irl,  nor  longer  slmii 
His  look  whom  tliiiu*  has  wliollv  won  -, 
\l\\i  ii}\\  nic  what  the  (;aiiso  can  Ix' 
Wliy  tlnis  thou  dost  my  presence  flee. 
So  flies  the  fawn  from  fancied  ills 
To  seek  tlie  h)ne  and  woody  liills, 
And  till  her  watchful  parent's  near. 
Will  not  relinquish  idle  fear. 

And  thou,  while  all  secure  from  harm,. 
Art  just  as  ([uick  to  take  ahirm  ; 
The  fawn  though  dan^^er  Ix?  not  found.. 
Is  frighte(l  still  hy  every  sound  : 
The  slightest  rustic  of  the  trees, 
AVhen  moving  t(»  the  fitfid  breeze 
Ka<'h  little  moment,  makes  her  start 
AVitli  trenihling  limbs  and  beating  heart. 


Oh  let  my  ravished  eyes  at  least 

Upon  thy  peerless  beauty  feast 

Till  thou  had'st  learned  from  vows  as  true 

A«  ever  i>ure  att'ection  knew. 

To  (Mst  reserve  and  fears  aside 

And  in  a  manlv  heart  confide. 


TIIK     POWKH     OK     rilK     roKTS. 


109 


TlfE    VaWKR    OF    TIJK    PoETS. 


TlIIH  is  tlic  nilikcst  of  heresies 

The  world  m-er  hiirl)ore(l  :   Who  toM  hor 
Tlio  poet's  mission  was  only  to  ])lease, 
With  hi.'!  roM^'e  and  his  roses  for  fashion  and  ease, 
A  croatun^  whose  milky  veins  wonld  fn^ezo 

At  a  glimpse  of  her  dreatl  cold  slujuldor  ? 


The  ])nr(l  is  no  growth  lik*^  the  slender  vine 

That  graees  a  fashion  j<inrnal, 
All  delicate,  dainty  and  tinted  fine  — 
P)Ut  like  the  c(Mlar,  the  oak  and  the  i>ine, 
He  rises  to  grandeur  which  may  not  shine, 

But  which,  nevertheh^ss,  is  eternal. 

His  touch  on  the  lovei-'s  lut(^  is  light, 

P)Ut  a  stronger  spirit  teaches 
His  hiinds  to  war  and  his  fingers  to  fight. 
And  his  scorn  to  wither  and  blast  and  hlight. 
And  when  he  stands  up  in  his  wrath  and  his  might, 

(lod  }»ity  the  king  he  impeaches  ! 


He  is  not  mouhhul  hy  any  school. 

Or  marred  hy  the  critic's  sentence  : 
His  ])(Mi  is  the  only  efficient  tool 
To  file  and  polish  the  ]>ul)lic  fool, 
And  carve  tlie  throne  to  a  cutty  stool 
For  a  monarch's  sore  re4)entance. 
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TlIK     PnWKW     OK     THK     I'OKTS. 


How  M  L'uiltv  l;iMtl   froiii  its  luxury  starts 
Wlh'ii  liis  wiiniiii^'  nott'  is  souutltul  ! 
Ill  riival  litics  ami  (  rowdcMl  marts, 
His  verses  are  javelins,  arn»\vs  and  tlarts 
Tipped  with  ( rieelv  tin-,      liis  tari^M'ts  are  lieart-- 
And  thousands  fall  down  wounded  ! 


Tho  firmest  heart  and  the  finest  hrain 

The  holiest  messaj^'e  earrv  ; 
And  they  hear  a  V(»iee,  like  a  deep  refrain, 
Saving' :   "  Wi'ile  the  vision  an<l  make  it  plain. 
Then  wateh  and  wait  ;  it  is  not  in  vain. 


It  shall  eonie  ;   it  shall  not  tarry 


>' 


Then  the  man,  so  stran.n'f  to  the  common  rrowil, 

(Jame  foi'th  fj'om  his  desert-(lwellin<f 
Ami  shook  faUe  peaee,  as  a  thunder-eloud 
Shakes  the  lan«^Miid  air  in  its  fury  loud, 
To  leave  the  earth  with  new  life  endowed 
And  with  jiurer  currents  swellin^^ 

Wide  sovoreij^nty  does  the  poet   wield 

( )\3r  cve'ry  trihe  and  nation  ; 
The  truth  to  his  ardent  eyes  revealed 

1 

Js  a  fountain  closed  and  volume  sealed 
To  men  whose  frittx'reil  lifetimes  yield 


But 


a  moment's  reijreation. 


Yes,  there  were  giants  in  ancient  Greece, 

Hut  the  jioet  still  governed  each  (quarrel 
Concerning  a  crown  or  a  golden  fleece, 
^\  nd  hlood  would  How  or  the  cond)at  cease 


As  h 


le  counselled  war  or  commaiK 


led 


leace, 


For  the  sceptre  was  less  than  the  laun.d 


TIIK     roWKU     OF     TIIK     I'OKTM. 
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'TwMH  thon  Arrliiloclms'  fuTy  z*'iil 
Tlic  foot  of  ljmil)Us,  sliod  with  steel, 

Invoiitctl  tliat  tcrrihlc  niciisuro, 
Vov  rrusliiii^f  tlic  liydra  with  its  heel, 
CDiiipanMl  with  wliich  t\w  scn-ws  and  tlie  wliuol 

Wen?  a  positive  kind  of  pleasure. 

And  littl((  TvrtMMis,  iit  first  i^niored 

III  his  eouutrymeM's  martial  muster, 

lly  the  jtatrint  fir(»  thnni^di  his  idyls  poured, 

(lave  a  firmer  front  to  their  ranks  restored, 

A  keener  cd^o  to  thc^  Attic  sword — 
To  his  name  undvin*'  lustre. 

Then  the  hanisluMl  Dante's  resentment  woke 

And  summoned  the;  shadowy  legions, 
1](   reij^ned  supreme— 'neath  his  master-stroke 
The  j)urple  rohe  and  the  scarlet  cloak 
And  the  capo  cornuto  all  vanished  in  smoke. 
Consitjrncil  to  the  lower  regions. 

Piers  Plowman,*  tending  his  flocks  in  the  dell, 

Was  a  innocent  ohj(;ct  surely  ; 
Hul  he  chanted  his  rapt  [)roi)hetic  spell, 
lie  Hung  one  jeer  and  the  giant  fell, 


*  l\ol)ert  Langlande,  (l.SOO,)  wrote  the  F<V?om.s  of  Pierx 
Ploirmatt,  a  soatliiiig  satire  on  the  religious  orders.  Those 
who  have  the  gift,  not  of  prophecy,  but  o*  discovery,  think 
tlie  .suppression  of  the  monasteries  is  foretold  in  these  lines  : 

"  Then  shall  the  abbot  of  >^bingdon, 
And  all  his  issue  for(!ver, 
Have  a  knock  of  a  ring 
And  incural)le  the  wound." 
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THE     POWER     OF     THE    POETS. 


And  sui)erstiti(>ii  was  cliased  from  her  cell 
Where  she  lonjjf  had  lurked  securely. 
Another  thorn  in  the  flesh  of  the  clertn 

0(. 


Young  Skelton,  too,  when  the  sham  devout 
For  the  u[)|)ermost  seat  was  struggling, 

Kiglit  deftly  laid  the  poetical  knout 

r)n  the  sheep-skinned  shoulders  of  Colin  Clout^ 

And  turning  his  wolfish  inside  out, 
Aholishcd  his  pastoral  juggling. 

Such  is  the  poet's  legitimate  dower. 

They  are  stupid  who  (piestion  it  longer. 
But  the  graces  never  forsake  his  dower 
In  his  maddest  moment   or  hottest  hour, 
For,  though  his  liate  has  a  terrihle  })ower, 
His  l(jve  is  ten  times  stronger. 


The  world  needs  him  now,  and  whether  he  spring.- 

From  the  race-sto(;k  of  eTa])het  or  Simeon, 
He  sliall  come  to  his  throne,  not  hy  Mowing  up  kings. 
But  hy  sending  the  truth  through  our  deep  hosom- 


strings. 


AVith  his  singing  rohes  made  of  more  heautiful  things 
Than  the  filigree  dress  of  Fndymion.* 


*  Alluding  to  D'lsfaeli'.s  fustian  novel  of  that  name,  then 
lately  published. 


NOEI. AN     ODE. 
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NOEL— AX    ODE. 


FA  tradition  fondly  preserved  in  the  early  church  set  forth 

.,      nim     the  time  of   the  birth   of    Christ   a    mysterious 

flntaS^^^^  Pan  was  heard  .11  over  Greece  one 

XtednV     This'omen  .'as  explained  to  mean  the  speedy 

extinction  of  the  old  Olympian  faith.] 

I. 

LAMENT    OF    THE    MUSES. 

PiKKBUS  car  no  longer  shimmered 

On  the  smooth  Ionian  brine, 
Pale  the  star  of  evening  glimmered 

Over  Delphi's  darkened  shrine. 

Hellas,  heautifnl  as  ever, 

Brooded  in  that  twilight  still ; 
But  the  sonl  of  high  endeavor 

Moved  no  more  her  nerveless  will. 

Then,  like  ghostly  garments  trailing, 

All  the  purple  air  was  stirred 
By  a  mystic  sound  of  wailing 

Deeply  felt,  hut  faintly  heard. 

Downward  from  the  eagle's  eyrie, 
I^pward  from  the  Nereid's  cave, 

Joined  in  concert  weird  and  dreary 
^[onrning  sky  and  murmuring  wave. 

Till  the  multitudinous  city 

And  the  solitary  plain. 
Touched  with  awe  and  moved  l)y  pity, 

Echoed  back  the  sad  refrain  : 
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NOEL — AN    ODE. 


Pan  is  (load  !  Tlin  life  oiioe  throbhing 

With  the  beautiful,  is  fled  ! 
All  the  myrtle  groves  are  sobbing 

Pan  is  doiid,  is  dead,  is  dead  ! 

Ai  !  for  every  sweet  wild  measure 

Which  the  smooth-limbed  graces  led  !- 

Hushed  is  every  sound  of  pleasure — 
Pan  is  dead,  great  Pan  is  dead  ! 

Ai !  f(~tr  jocund  hours  once  strewing 

Gaia's  lap  with  roses  red. 
Black  the  cypress-sliade  is  growing — - 

Pan  is  dead,  is  <lead,  is  dead  ! 

Ai  !  for  lips  that  used  to  warble 
Songs  for  Psyche's  nu})tial  bed 

Cold  and  silent  is  the  marble- 
Pan  is  dead,  great  Pan  is  dead  I 

Ai  I  for  Hebe  bright  and  cheerful 

When  the  Olympian  feast  wiis  s})read, 

Dim  her  eyes  are  now  and  tearful, 
Pan  is  dead,  is  dead,  is,  dead  ! 

Ruthless  fate  descends  to  b  mish 
Golden  (lays  and  glorious  lives. 

See,  tliey  falter,  fail  and  vanish, 
Leaden  grief  alone  survives  ! 


Long  had  the  sylvan  god  reigned. 
Em})ires  had  flourished  and  waned  ; 
Pan  and  A])ollo  remained. 
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Kuw  was  their  glory  withdrawn. 
Xow  wero  they  vanislied  ami  gone. 
BHndly  the  (hiys  must  roll  on  ! 

Men  were  hewiklered — hut  some 
Asked  whence  the  hero  should  come — 
Asked  of  their  oracles  dumb. 
Only  the  hard  understood 
How  the  Most  IJeautiful  should 
Dawn  and  abide  witli  the  Good. 


ANTHEM    OF    THE     ANGELS. 

Hark  !  a  vaean  t]^at  surpasses 
What  the  stars  of  morning  sung, 

AYhen  they  flamed  in  liquid  masses 
Fioni  the  fount  of  glory  flung. 

Christ  is  born  !  The  simple  peasants 
On  the  lonely  Syrian  hill 

Felt  the  everlasting  presence 
111  the  message  of  good-will. 

Sinai's  voice  was  superseded 
V,v  the  volant  choir  of  love 

In  that  highest  service,  needed 
By  the  lowly,  from  above. 

Vainly  golden  censers,  swinging. 
Fed  the  placid  skies  with  balm  ; 

Sweeter  was  the  anthem  l)ringing 
To  the  troubled  earth  a  calm. 


li 


206 


NOEL — AN     ODE. 


Thrones  hail  fallen,  systems  crumbled, 

Fragile  as  the  hnman  clay  ; 
Brightest  minds  had  groped  and  stumV)lod 

Lacking  love's  divinest  ray. 

Now  the  hoary  Eastern  sages 
Bade  the  nightly  vigils  cease, 

As  the  altar-fires  of  ages 

Paled  before  the  dawn  of  peace. 

And  the  rarest  diamond-cluster 

That  imperial  pomp  adorns, 
Lost  the  magic  of  its  lustre 

'Neath  the  cruel  crown  of  thorns. 

This  fair  triad  still  abideth 

Faith  and  Hope  and  Charity 
And  for  aye  the  last  pre  ideth 

As  the  greatest  of  the  three. 


All  the  wild  and  wicked  legions 
Lurking  still  in  fairest  regions, 
Startled,  read  their  final  summons 
In  the  bright,  auspicious  omens. 
Warning  them  to  quit  })Ossession  : 

Heartless  power  and  stern  oi)i)ression, 
liigotry  and  superstition — 
Grisly  j)rimatesof  perdition — 
Private  feud  and  public  quarrel, 
Murder,  with  the  victor's  laurel. 
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Flaunting  i)rido  and  mad  ambition, 
Smooth-tongued  fraud  and  dark  suspicion, 
Avarice,  ign'rance,  hate  and  error, 
Rouied  from  their  reign  of  terror, 
Tf)  their  speedy  doom  are  trooping 
AVith  their  sable  ])ennons  drooping  ! 

III. 

THE    HU:>JAN    HYMN. 

Hail  to  the  morning  awaited  so  long  ! 

Spirit  of  gladness,  attune  every  voice. 
Discord  shall  never  be  heard  in  the  song 

Warm  from  the  heart  when  the  people  rejoice. 

Even  the  northwind  is  carolling  loud 

Over  good  Avishes,  glad  greetings  and  gifts. 

Earth  has  no  cavern  and  heaven  no  cloud 
But  the  pure  sunshine  is  piercing  its  rifts. 

While  the  dear  folk-song  is  floating  around 
Every  soul  be  like  the  musical  glass — 

(-rystal  and  clear  and  alive  with  the  sound. 
Growing  more  sweet  as  the  centuries  jiass. 

Myrtle  and  bays  with  the  holly  sliall  twine, 
As  the  old  legends  in  harmony  blend  ; 

Friendly  and  freely,  the  land  of  the  vine 

Warmth  to  the  land  of  the  mayflower  shall  lend. 

Oh,  the  world's  faith  is  like  that  of  a  child, — 
Fervent  and  firm  in  its  dream-haunted  prime, 

Ripening  to  all  that  is  joyous  and  mild. 
As  the  red  vintage  is  mellowed  by  time. 
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THE     RB  VERSION. 


Fill,  then,  to  ftu^liiig.-?  so  goiiorou'^  and  kind, 
Cheering  the  old  and  ins[>iring  the  youtli. 

Fill  to  th(!  ixn'ishless  triumphs  of  mind — 
Fill  to  our  guests  at  the  haufjuet  of  truth. 

Not  one  bleak  sluuh^  on  our  feast  be  allowed 

From  th(^  green  vales  to  the  white-spreading  ilrifts; 

Gilding  the  eavm'u  and  brightening  the  eloud, 
Sunshine  and  melodv  flow  through  tlie  rifts  I 


THi:    REVERSION 


NEW  year's  night,    1885. 


'  Is  there  no  bright  reversion  in  the  sky 
For  those  who  nobly  live  or  bravely  die  ?  " 

'TwAS  when  time's  eeaseless  surge, 

On  whieh  all  empires  drive, 
Was  whitening  on  the  verge 

Of  eighteen  eighty-tlve  ; 
I  sate  as  in  a  dream 

With  darkness  all  around. 
When  lo  !  a  ghostly  gleam 

Shot  through  the  gloom  profound. 
It  bridged  the  etta'ual  sea. 

It  eleft  night's  ebon  throne. 
And  o[)ened  even  to  me 

A  glimpse  of  the  unknown. 


THE     REVERSION. 

Far  down  it  1  could  see 

A  landing  dindy  vast, 
Filled  full  as  it  could  be 

With  shadows  of  the  i)ast. 
It  was  that  river's  hank 

That  chills  our  journey  hence, 
Where  power  of  purse  and  rank 

Lose  all  [)re-eniinence. 

Unearthly,  wild  and  weird 

Was  that  same  sliivering  press. 
While  teasing  sjjrites  appeared 

To  heighten  the  distress  ; 
For,  ever  drawing  near, 

Some  victim  they  would  grab, 
Like,  at  a  New  York  i)ier, 

The  imps  of  hack  and  cab, 
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Something  was  at  my  side 

And  whispered,  '  Look  and  see 
The  men  who  stemmed  the  tide 

Which  founders  scores  like  thee,- 
Tlie  men  who  won  the  race 

Of  glory  and  of  gain, 
Who  in  their  time  and  place 

Did  much,  but  did  in  vain.' 

W^ith  sudden  inijmlse  seized, 

I  cried  '  How  ill  or  well 
They  did,  I  would  be  pleased 

Could  they  apj)roach  and  tell.' 

14 
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'JIIK     UICVKRSION. 


Then  (lid  tlio  sliaj)('-  retire 

To  Ix^ir  iliein  my  rctjiiost, 
Swift  as  that  inajj^ic  wiro 

Tlirobs  through  tlie  Atlantic's  l)reast. 

Instant  there  ro^e  in  air 

A  very  niiuieroiis  host, 
Like  gulls  when  gales  severe 

Drive  them  to  thr(>ng  the  coast. 
Each  wore  a  convict's  suit, 

Each  face  was  grimly  stern, 
And  wiiile  1  listened  mute 

Thus  s[)oke  they — ench  in  turn  : 

'  I  was  a  monarch  once — 

A  monarch  ruling  wide, 
I5y  that  collective  dunce. 

My  subjects,  defied. 
All  i>andered  to  my  lust 

While  servile  courtiers  strove 
To  prove  that  my  vile  dust 

Would  outweigh  mighty  Jove. 
But  what  })rerogati\c 

'Neath  Pluto's  iron  reign 
(Except  his  own)  can  live  1 

So  all  my  power  was  vain/ 


*  1  was  a  warrior  hold. 

The  ga[)ing  worUl  still  reads, 
In  ponderous  volumes  told, 

My  su})erhuman  deeds. 


THE     llEVEHSION. 

Tho  peiKtoful  village  life, 

Where  hungry  hale-Hrv ■".  roared, 
Reddened  that  Initeher-knifc 

Which  glory  calls  a  sword. 
Did  earth  the  current  drink  ? 

Behold  my  doom  of  i)ain 
AVrit  with  that  crimson  ink  ; — 

Worse  lived  I  than  in  vain.' 

*  I  flourished  in  the  schools. 

My  study  was  to  hring 
Out  of  ten  thousand  rules 

One  good  and  perfect  thing. 
Fool !  that  I  never  saw 

With  rai)t,  unlettered  eyes, 
Out  of  love's  perfect  law 

Ten  thousand  joys  arise  ! 
I  scanned  night's  page  outsin-ead 

Above  the  Egyptian  plain 
And  left  my  heart  unread — 
80  I  but  lived  in  vain.' 
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'  1  reigned  in  beauty's  bower — 

The  minion  of  delight, 
Made  by  my  very  i)ower 

The  slave  of  appetite. 
But  pleasure,  like  the  spark, 

Dies  blackening  to  a  stain. 
Ah  !  death  is  doubly  dark 

When  life  has  been  in  vain.' 
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'  1  rt'jul  t)>('  stellar  sign.s 

iVnd  gave  tlicir  mysteries  out 
In  (Mii<,Miiati('  lines. 

Vet  made  it  death  to  doubt. 
Hut  bonda^^'e  of  tlie  mind 

Is  always  inseeuro. 
The  s])ells  that  loose  and  hintl 

J5ut  for  a  nij^ht  (Midure. 
My  cruel  altar-fires 

Wen;  ([uenched  hy  heaven's  sweet  rain. 
And  men  who  art;  not  liars 

Declare  J  lived  in  vain.' 

'  A  legislator  1, 

Chief  of  the  numerous  tri])e. 
My  place  was  very  high — 

Proportioned  to  the  hrilte. 
The  sim[)lest  law  I   made 

Took  ten  men  to  explain, 
And  not  one  soul  obeyed  — 

Both  life  and  work  were  vain.' 


' I,  even  I,  was  one 

Of  those  same  jurists,  hired 
To  make  the  statutes  rvui 

As  interest  most  required. 
1  bore  the  golden  fleece 

Across  law's  treacherous  main. 
Hut  death  has  closed  the  lease, 

And  1  have  lived  in  vain.' 


THK     IlEVKRHION. 


213 


vcot  rain. 


TluMi  ])0('k()n('(l  nic  a  wiglit 

All  ilift'orcMit  froir.  the  rest 
With  locks  of  silvery  whit(», 

And  lioUow  chocks  and  chest ; 
And  with  a  faltc^'ing  |)aiis(>, 

Uo  said,  'You  could  not  ^ucss 
How  opulont  I  was 

To  see  nie  in  this  dress. 
A  thousand  ten<'nients 

Ill-lodpMl  the  stjualid  souls, 
Whose  hard-extorted  rents 

Adorned  my  lengthy  rolls. 
1  waxed  so  gross  and  great 

1  found  1  could  not  si^ueeze 
In  through  the  ])early  gate, 

Xot  even  on  knees. 
My  millions  1  beciueathed 

Xot  to  th(^  needv  train, 
lint mortal  never  breathed 

The  last  of  life  more  vain  ! ' 


Then  that  sad  multitude 
Together  s|)oke  and  fast  ; 

All  had  great  things  i  ursued 
liut  here  thev  were  at  last. 

« 

And  with  a  wild  adieu. 

Chorused  by  many  a  groan. 

They  with  their  guide  withdrew 
And  1  was  all  alone. 
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Till,  as  iipproiKiliin^  <lay 

The  now  yt'Jii'  onward   led, 
A  V(>i(M^  from  far  away 

In  (lulct't  accents  said  : 
*  I  was  a  ))ard  1)V  birtli. 

While  strong  hands  made  a  prize 
Of  the  fair  spots  of  earth, 

I  })ondered  on  the  skies. 
My  sonl  was  its  own  law — 

No  rnla])le  machine — 
I  read  in  idl  1  saw 

A  transorij)t  of  tli'  nnseen 
Tile  vague  idiM  wrought 

Within  me,  keen  and  strong, 
Till  UKtulded  into  thought 

And  murnnired  out  in  song — 
That  deep  but  subtle  power 

Which  on  your  lives  may  fall 
And  H}»eed  the  heavy  hour. 

The  li<  ^  "^some  one  recall. 


'Great  nature's  touches  ])laye(l 

On  all  thi;  finer  chords. 
While  they  the  music  made, 

Twas  she  sui»]tlied  the  words. 
Words,  which  by  day  and  night 

On  viewless  currents  drift, 
And  to  a  safer  height 

Some  drowning  soul  may  lift,- 
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Tluit,  neither  pit  nor  cope 

Sluill  pn^ss  earth's  surfjiee  near, 

liut  leiiv(^  firm  grdiiiid  for  hope 
HeavMMis-higli,  around  the  sphere. 

*  Where  misery  iiioane(l  unlieard, 

1  soothed  tlie  aehin^  sense  ; 
Where  eauseh'ss  an^'er  stirred, 

T  niach^  it  less  intense. 
What  pained  tlie  t(ui(h'r  lid 

I  tempered  with  a  tear  ; 
And  what  the  rlouds  had  hid 

Mv  f.'uuv  ren(h»red  clear. 
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'  [  urged  the  laggard  mind 

The  hardest  tasks  to  meet ; 
Where  ])leasure's  path  inclined, 

I  staye(l  the  hasty  feet. 
T  trained  the  silent  hard 

To  strike  an  emulous  note  ; 
Where  cruel  discord  jarred, 

I  sto]>j)ed  the  hrazen  throat. 


'  I  strewed  my  mental  stores — 

1  liad  no  stores  hut  these — 
And  hrought  from  foreign  shores 

The  richest  argosies. 
What  further  need  1  tell  1 

Earth's  most  triumphant  strain 
Had  been  fair  freech)m's  knell 

If  1  had  lived  in  vain  ! ' 


216 


TO     MISS     HATTIE     E.     HOMER. 


TO    MISS    HATTIE    E.    HOMER. 


ONE    YEAR    OLD    TO-DAY,    FEB.    24,    1801. 


February  never  looked 

Half  so  brilliant,  half  so  gay  ; 

For  a  little  prize  he's  ])0()ke(l,  — 
This  Hattie's  natal  day. 

Nothing  happier  can  l)e  found, 

Prettier  than  a  fairy  elf  ; 
Known  to  all  for  miles  around, 

Yet  a  stranger  to  herself. 

This  is  being  born  to  fame 

Better  than  most  lives  have  bought — 
To  be  loved  and  known  l)y  name 

Far  beyond  her  world  of  thought ! 


She  must  also  be,  I  think, 

By  the  laughter-beaming  eyes, 

By  the  budding  white  and  pink. 
Quite  a  favorite  with  the  skies 


So  this  morn,  the  royal  sun. 

When  he  started  t(jwards  t\w  west 

Ordered  all  the  hours  to  run 
Gleeful  as  the  summer's  best. 
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TO     MISS     HATTIE     E.     HOMER. 

Fleets  of  clouds  that  floated  high 
Had  (jommands  to  sail  and  dip 

All  their  pennons,  ])assing  by, 
To  her  little  ladyship. 

And  the  waves  of  iipi)er  air 

Hush  each  sound  of  wintry  strife, 

Only  breathing  out  a  prayer 
For  this  opening  voyage  of  life. 
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Heaven  itself,  now  bending  low, 
Lets  her  touch  with  tinv  hand 

All  the  jewels  in  the  bow 
Glittering  over  baby-land. 

I  would  like  to  mark  the  day 
For  this  queen  of  little  girls 

With  the  brightest  laureate  lay 
Polished  as  a  string  of  pearls. 

With  such  s})lendor  in  the  words. 
With  such  music  in  the  tune, 

As  the  sunsliine  and  the  birds 
Lavish  on  a  morn  in  flune."'*" 


*  This  very  interesting   chikl,    daughter  of   Mr.    A.    C. 
Homer,  of  Barrington,  died  on  the  16th  -f  the  May  following. 
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THE    SEA    IN    SUNSHINE. 


CAPE    SABLE    LIGHT    STATION,    MAY   24,    1887 


How  calm  is  the  measureless  sea 
That  brightly  and  silently  flows  ! 

How  dreadful  its  aspect  can  he 

When  aroused  from  deceitful  repose  ! 

Now  tem])ting  the  tiniest  sail 

To  follow  the  sunbeams  afar  ; 
Now  musteving  the  merciless  gale 

To  shiver  the  loftiest  spar. 

The  brow  of  the  sand-hill  shows  yet 
The  furrows  deep-plowed  by  the  storm 

Where  the  two  warring  elements  met 
Over  death  in  its  dicadfuUest  form. 

When  the  ocean  uplifted  its  hand, 
Its  bosom  with  rage  l)oiling  o'er. 

And  smote  the  white  lij)s  of  the  land 
Till  they  answ(?re(l  with  angriest  roar. 

And  after  tlie  fury  was  s^ient, 

And  the  ripples  jdayed  light  with  the  foam, 
How  sad  was  th<^  lasting  lament 

In  many  a  desolate  home  ! 

Thus,  after  the  passions  subside 

And  our  treasures  lie  shatte^'ed  and  torn. 

As  gaily  our  lives  seem  to  glide. 
But  as  dee])ly  in  secret  we  mourn. 


CUPID  S     CAREER. 
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Floating  through  the  Maj-sky  mild, 
Stirring  all  the  leaves  with  glee, 

On  a  cloud  I  saw  a  child. 

And  he,  laughing,  said  to  me  : 

'  Sing  a  song  about  a  maid.' 
L  )  I  sang  with  merry  cheer. 

*  Sing  another  song,'  he  .said  ; 

'  Tell  them  who  is  reigning  here.' 

Then  right  loyally  I  wrought 

Out  the  theme  in  rhymes  uncouth, 

Clothing  every  hapi)y  thought. 
Not  'n  poesy,  but  truth. 


I. IN    THE    LAND    OF    DELIGHT. 

Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  sung. — Byron. 

On  a  day  of  ori^^nt  splendor, 
Little  Love,  inclined  to  rove 

Through  the  foliage  fresh  and  tender. 
Fluttered  on  from  grove  to  grove. 

All  was  beautiful  and  sunny. 

Vineyard  slope  and  garden  fair 
Breathed  their  lavish  wine  and  honey 

Through  the  bright  ambrosial  air. 
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Twas  a  fertile  hind  and  pleasant, 

Bosomed  in  eternal  spring, 
Where  the  unmolested  peasant 

Dreaded  neither  mob  nor  king. 

There  were  peaceful  views  of  tillage 

And  of  [)astoral  pursuits, 
To  the  olive-girdled  village 

Leading  through  umbrageous  routes. 


Peacocks,  in  full  glory  blazing, 
Ornamented  park  and  lawn  ; 

O'er  the  lake,  puperbly  gazing 
At  her  sliadow,  sailed  the  swan. 

Oreads,  on  the  purple  highlands, 
Roused  the  echoes  with  their  play ; 

Nereids,  round  the  fairy  islands. 
Revelled  in  the  silvern  spray. 

In  the  boscage,  faun  and  satyr 

Footed  many  a  merry  jig. 
Shaking  down  with  ceaseless  patter 

Showers  of  apricot  and  fig. 


And  with  sunlight  on  cheir  faces, 
Such  as  might  the  gods  entrance. 

Hand  in  hand,  the  lissome  graces 
Floated  in  the  mazv  dance. 


CUPID  S     CAREER. 
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With  a  sluni])roii.s  sound,  the  runnel, 
From  a  fjir-oti"  mountain  source, 

Slid  along  its  tortuous  tunnel 
To  the  river's  freer  course. 

O'er  the  velvet  meadow  whirling, 
Bacchants  held  their  roaring  game. 

Oft  the  tufted  thyrsus  hurling 
To  the  mark  with  faultless  aim. 

J-)ands  of  youth  and  maidens,  meeting 
Where  the  smooth  Eurotas  ran. 

Set  its  tremulous  pulses  heating 
Faster,  to  the  pipes  of  Pan. 

O  the  pleasure  in  the  sporting 
Of  this  flower  of  Aryan  folk  ! 

0  the  rapture  in  the  courting 

Where  nor  vows  nor  hearts  were  broke 

Yet  Love  left  the  groves  enchanted. 

And  the  ever-happy  fields. 
Oh  his  silly  bosom  panted 

For  the  joys  new  conquest  yields  ! 

Sometimes  soaring,  sometimes  dancing, 

Fearlessly  he  onward  pressed  ; 

Sometimes  on  a  sunbeam  glancing 
Far  along  the  loomy  west. 

Often  in  his  airy  motion, 

Darting  through  some  hazy  wreath, 
Knew  he  not  if  land  or  ocean 

Towered  or  tumbled  underneath. 


222 


CUPIDS     CAREER. 


II. — IN    THE    REGION    OF    UNREST. 
In  which  it  seemed  a'ways  afternoon.— 7'«nn2/«on. 

Presently  the  scene  grew  rougher. 

He  was  getting  far  astray, 
And  his  phimos  began  to  suffer 

F'rom  their  contact  with  the  clay. 

Rueful  a])prehensions  fiUed  him. 

What  departure  had  he  made  ? 
Wlience  the  bustHng  breeze  that  chilled  him? 

Could  it  be  the  northern  trade  ? 

Then  he  turned  to  seek  his  mother — 
He  was  heedless,  never  blind — 

But  on  this  way  and  the  other, 
Home  again  he  could  not  find. 

In  his  sore-bewildored  flying, 
Oftentimes  his  track  he  crossed, 

O/./.vut,  vTj  Am'!  crying — 

Doric  for  '  oh  dear,  I'm  lost ! ' 

Nothing  like  his  native  Cyprus 

Looked  the  landscape,  though  in  spring  ; 
Mists  from  rushy  fens  and  viperous 

Drenched  the  purple  from  his  wing. 

'Twas  a  champaign  flat  and  dreary 
Where  he  heard  at  close  of  day 

No  fond  shepherd  piping  cheery, 
No  fair  milkmaid's  answering  lay. 
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Every  flying  thing  was  nested, 
Every  ereej)ing  thing  was  housed, 

But  liis  wings,  wliich  never  rested, 
Not  one  touch  of  pity  roused. 

He  was  troubled  «ind  with  rea.son  ; 

He  would  perish  in  a  year 
Should  it  smite  him  with  a  season 

Either  sultry  or  severe. 

Should  he  shiver,  should  he  swelter 
In  the  March  or  August  air. 

Nothing  rose  to  promise  shelter — 
Scarce  a  friendly  bush  was  there. 

For  the  sad  forsaken  willow, 

That  had  vainly  wept  and  sighed, 

On  a  thistle-padded  pillow 

Leaned  its  palsied  limbs  and  died. 

Doleful  firs  at  distance  scattered 
Lodged  the  black  ill-boding  bird. 

Where  no  vaulting  squirrel  chattered. 
And  no  mottled  partridge  whirred. 


He  was  tangled  'mid  the  branches 
With  the  hammocked  ravens  round  ; 

Xettles  speared  his  naked  haunches 
When  he  bent  them  to  the  ground. 
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III.  —  IN    THE    SEAT    OF    SCIENCE. 
W'oriri  laiift  dus  Volk  so  und  schreit.-  Goethe. 

Midnight  nmiid  tli«'  jHkh'  was  inuffleil, 
Darkness  ])uvie(l  iiill  and  wood, 

When  ho  caiiic  all  limp  and  rnlfled 
AVliere  a  noble  city  stood. 

He  could  sec  the  hand  of  culture 
That  each  stonv  structure  (browned ; 

But  he  could  not  see  the  vulture 
IVcking  at  Prometheus  bound. 

Here  he  surely  thouj^ht  to  flourish 

On  an  aliment  refined, 
P>ut  fair  science  had  to  nourish 

Thousands  wh(»  wer(i  really  blind. 

Here  no  po(!t,  child  of  passion, 
Moulded  from  chaotic  strife 

Beauty,  and  in  godlike  fashion 
Filled  it  with  the  breath  of  life. 


Not  one  champion  literary 

Would  Love's  praises  celebrate. 

But  would  laud  a  dignitary 
At  the  advertising  rate. 

Hung  with  chaplets,  hailed  with  cheering^ 

Many  a  public  pillar  stood  ; 
All  without  was  thin  veneering. 

All  within  was  rotten  wood  ! 
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Here  the  highest  ('(hication 
\V<'(1(1(m1  witli  tlic  finest  art  ; 

Piut  thoy  liad  no  registratiou 
In  tlie  arcliives  of  the  heart. 

S()litu(h!  eaine  not  t(t  sweeten 

Breasts  tliut  h^ng  liad  ceased  to  feel, 

Like  the  pavement,  worn  and  l)eaten 
By  tlie  crusli  of  fortnne's  wlieel. 

Men  who  low  to  Mammon  truckled, 
Laughed  Lover's  sanctity  to  scorn  ; 

And  the  plutocratic  cuckold 
(rored  him  with  a  gilded  horn. 

Vet  no  foreign  grace  was  wanting  ; 

Stately  dame  and  maiden  fair, 
In  the  gaudiest  garments  Haunting, 

Haunted  avenue  and  square. 

Love  oi"  gold  beside  his  locker. 
Seeing  the  rival  imp  draw  near. 

Flung  at  him  a  cradle-rocker, 

Broke  his  how  and  drove  him  clear. 

Soon  he  met  another  rival, 
Painted  to  cnncei'.]  a  stain — 

'Twas  that  lightning  s(;arred  survival 
F^rom  the  Cities  of  the  Plain. 

P)ut  no  snares  could  intramural 

Sirens  ev(^r  round  him  weave, 

lie,  as  primitive  and  rural. 

If  not  innocent,  as  Eve. 
15 
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IV.— IN   rici-:  iJowKu  ok  bf.is.s. 

NVhatir  luve  shall  still  he  lord  of  a'.—Scottihh  So)t(j. 

Past  tlic  villa,  j)iist  the  luimsion, 
Past  the  trim  sul)Mr])an  pale, 

Sped  lu*  under  lieaviMi's  (^^pansion 
To  a  Nova  Scotiaii  vale. 

Tliere  tlic  dandelions  twinkled 
In  the  <;<)ldon  inornin<(  light ; 

And  tlie  skies  their  diamonds  sprinkl(Ml 
In  the  limi)id  jjooI  at  night. 

Tliere  sometiinos  was  lieard  the  flowing 

Of  the  gentle  summer  sea, 
8oft  as  wdien  o'er  violets  blowing 

Drifts  the  murmur  of  the  bee. 

There  tlie  mossy  fountain  bubbled 
'Neath  the  ahh^rs,  elear  as  glass ; 

There  the  brooklet  wound  and  doubled, 
P)Ordered  close  with  rib})on-urass. 


There  the  oreliard  thick  together 
Wove  and  waved  its  l)lossoms  gay, 

As  the  emerald  l)illows  f(;atlier 
Into  snowy  flakes  of  spray. 

There,  wIkju  lal)or's  task  was  over, 

(xrateful  was  the  hour  of  rest, 
8olaced  by  the  scent  of  clover 

v' 

From  the  flelds  that  heaven  had  blessed. 
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There  tlie  broad  iiHion  r()>.e  detiniii^ 
Grassy  slujic  and  wooded  Imiglit, 

And  the.  siiuK^UH  cove  outlining 
With  its  nnldly-i)«Mi('ill(!d  liglit. 

Then;  the  lioiiev-sii(;kh',  wreathing 
Even  tlie  rock's  forl)idding  brow, 

From  tlie  red-lipited  l)looni«  were  ])reathing 
Jncense  sweet  as  girlhood's   vow. 

There  the  damsels,  plum])  and  pretty 
As  tlie  rosebuds  in  the  hedge. 

Chanted  many  an  artless  ditty 

That  contained  the  dearest  })ledge. 

Tliere  Rock  Cottage,  neatly  modest. 
Held  within  its  snow-white  walls 

Rest  the  sweetest,  peace  the  broadest 
And  the  grace  of  lordly  halls. 


There  the  breast  of  lovely  Jennie 
Bade  the  vagrant  fold  his  wing 

Grander  now  he  reigns  than  any 
Mortal  conoueror  or  king. 


O' 


Xow  his  double  bow  is  bended 

From  that  more  than  queenly  brow. 

All  my  loving  days  are  ended, 
I'm  his  hapi)y  subject  now  ! 
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\Vlu)s<)  olfi'iuU'lli  one  of  these  little  ones  *        *       • 

it  were  l>etter  for  liini  thut  a  inill8tone  were  liangt'«l  ahouthis 
i»eok  and  that  h'j   were  diowned  in  the  depth  of  the  sea 
//o/j/    iVrif. 


To  t'vrry  master  of  rhord  uiul  j)ii)c 

In  a  world  lunv-riscii  from  out  the  sea, 

Neath  evcrv  J^tar  and  every  stripe 
And  the  Itrave  reil-cross  of  "the  isle  first  fnu;-- 
AU  loyal  to  soverei^ni  luirnioiiy, — 

J  send  this  allegory  ;  a  tyjie 

From  the  land  of  immortal  thouglit  and  deed, 

The  fruit  of  whose  marvellous  mind  was  ripe 
Two  thousand  years  ere  the  winged  steed 
Pre[iared  the  American  wilds  for  its  seed. 


Briskly  the  evening  gale,   sweet  from  the  orange-vale. 

Piped  to  the  dancing  sail 

( )f  tlie  ( Ireek  trader. 
Broadly  tlie  billows  laughed,  chasing  the  little  craft. 

Pressing  her  fore  and  aft 

( >nly  to  sjteed  her. 

Dimly  as  on  they  hore,  sank  tlie  Italian  shore 
Wlience  with  his  treasure-store 
But  with  fame  grander, 

Dainty  Arion  then  messed  with  those  merchantmen, 
Wishing  to  greet  again 
Brave  Periander. 


ARION. 
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Long  liiid  llis  fiiiiioiis  lyiv,  ciivv  nf  IMki'Iius*  (;li(»ir, 

(iil(l('<|  like  /Ktim's  fin* 

WliJit  tln^  iii<^'lit  (liirKciKMl. 
Loiiuliiid  its  wizard  siiings  ravislicdfrom  if^idsand  kings 

riougjiNvs  and  diamond  rings 

Wliilc  tlicv  Itad  licarkencd. 


ica. 


Oh  '  it  was  great  to  soo  liow  its  carcpi'ing  glee, 

IWiovant  and  l)(»undin<'  free, 

Ca|  tnrcd  the  Stoic  ; 
I  low  tlu'  staccato  ])itcli  made  the  lean  muscles  twitch- 

Tliose  facial  muscles  wliich 

Tosed  for  heroic  ! 


['■  orange- vale. 


little  craft. 


lore 
re 


cliantmen. 


(Jft  did  its  touch  allure  even  the  Kpieure, 

Leaving  his  tur])ot-skewer 

Only  half  eat  out. 
Sorely  perplexed  to  tell  liow  .such  delights  could  dwell 

Insich'  a  turtle-shell 

With  all  the  meat  out ! 

Kvcry  distinction  sank,  levelled  was  every  rank  ; 

While  the  rich  stream  they  drank, 

Nohles  and  j;easants, 
Owning  the  miustrel's  power,  thronge(l  liim  in  hall  and 

hower, 

Thick  at  his  feet  to  shower 

Honors  and  ]tresents. 

Still  did  Arion  long  after  the  home  of  song. 
Corinth,  the  fair  and  strong,— 
(ilory  had  planned  her  ; — 
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Corinth,  liow  ])r()ii(l  slic  was  imder  a  rulci-'.s  laws 

Foremost  in  freedom's  cause, 

Wise  Pcriander  ! 
He  was  the  singer's  friend.      He  would  his  hand  extpml 

Scorning  the  knees  that  hend 

Only  to  flatter.— 
Friendshi])  which,  high  and  warm,  genius  is  led  to  foni! 

Over  the  common  swarm. 

Nothing  can  shatter. 

Tlien  the  dear  Lesl)ian  strand,  where  the  disrobing  .smikI 

Let  the  sea's  jewelled  hand 

Tov  with  its  treasures  ; 
Oft  'neath  the  western  star  thrumming  on  reef  and  bar 

As  on  a  ])road  guitar 

Soft-lulling  measures. 

Thence  was  Arion's  art.     Nature's  full-beating  heart 

Formed  the  great  music;  chart 

Which  he  had  pondered. 
Thither,  as  flies  the  bird,  every  fond  feeling  stirri'il. 

Daily  his  thought  reciirred 

While  he  had  wandered. 


Softly  he  sank  to  rest,  rocked  in  that  ocean-nest, 

Served  as  a  welcome  guest, 

Not  as  a  stranger. 
Through  tlie  gold  haz<'  of  dreams,  there  were  no  dagger- 
gleams. 

There  were  no  gaping  seams — ■ 

There  was  no  danger. 
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3 re  no  dii'W" 


P)UT  alj  !  when  daylight  liides  its  face, 

Crime  creeps  from  out  its  lurking  place. 

There  rose  that  night  a  ghastly  deed 

From  the  skulking,  black,  cold  heart  of  greed. 

Both  watches  that  night  at  once  were  kept. 

The  crew  conspired.     The  victim  slept. 

"  Is  it  not  a  most  unnatural  thing," 

They  said,  "for  a  poet  to  live  like  a  king? 

Wliat  jn'actical  talent  has  he  displayed  ? 

What  has  he  done  for  })ronioting  trade  ? 

Is  not  the  solid  tact  for  gain 

A  higher  gift  and  worth  as  much 

As  the  flimsy  substance  thev  call  the  brain 

When  it  runs  to  a  delicate  taste  or  touch  ? 

Yes — the  primitive  law  of  nature's  reign 

Is  the  brightest  prize  to  the  strongest  clutch. 

l)urable  things,  ]jut  void  of  beauty. 

Fulfil  the  most  important  duty. 

The  lllyrian  pines  for  ages  last 

Without  one  blossom  of  their  own, 

111  rifted  granite  anchored  fast, 

With  bristly  bough  and  bur-like  cone. 

They  form  the  <»ar,  the  keel,  the  mast — 

They  keys  that  open  every  zone. 

While  the  flowers  that  morbid  mildness  please, 

Those  l)ubbles  of  earth  by  the  young  spring  blown, 

Dance  in  the  suidight,  but  break  in  the  breeze, 

Least  fitt(^d  by  nature  to  hold  their  own." 
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This  is  the  way  their  coninieiit  ran, 

Lower  and  deeper  from  man  to  man. 

How  broad  is  the  interval  betweaii 

Them  and  the  modern  nuirchant  marine, 

The  men  wliom  danger  lias  rendered  br.ive. 

By  whom  Britannia  rules  the  wave. 

Wiiose  sails,  like  the  olive  brancli  of  j)(!aeo. 

Are  fluttering  over  the  gohlen  fleece  ; 

In  whose  tossing  argosies,  foreign  lands 

With  friendliest  greeting  are  shaking  hands. 

To  alien  interests  so  faithful  and  just, 

The  lives  'neath  their  charge  are  a  sacred  trust. 

But  those  ancient  pests  of  each  neigld)oring  shore 

Were  maritime  pedlars,  and  nothing  more. 

Of  whom  the  a}iostle  might  truly  speak 

That  tliere  was  no  dill*  rence  'twixt  Jew  and  Oreek. 

By  the  shortest  route  to  the  basest  ends, 

They  plundered  the  strangers  and  cheated  their  friends 

The  venture  they  carried  was  wholly  their  own. 

And  they  v  rangled  about  it  like  dogs  o'er  a  bono, 

Till  the  wealtli  c<f  auotlier  attracted  their  eye«, 

Then  a  cond)ine  soon  l)(>und  them  in  brotherly  ties, 

As  a  high  tiiritf  trust  to  its  principle  cleaves — 

8uch  is  the  honor  still  found  among  thieves  ! 

But  who  had  surmised  that  the  capt  tin,  too, 

Would  aid  and  abet  his  assassin  crew  '«' 

He  hehl  himself  at  the  loftiest  worth, 

Both  as  salt  of  the  sea  and  as  salt  of  the  earth. 

For  fifty  years  in  iiarness  and  stra})s, 

And  half  of  that  ])eriod  in  gold-laced  caps, 

He  had  navigated,  with  one  slight  lapse, 
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The  greyliouiul  of  the  lihic  Ionian. 
Surely  lie  would  not  kill  or  steal, 
Liiere  he  loved  but  he  hated  tlu^ft, 
Still  there  was  something  made  him  feel 
Once  Ai'ioii  had  stepped  aside — 
Once  he  was  safely  under  the  keel, 
Himself  and  the  company  might  divide 
The  trifles  and  trinkets  that  might  ])e  left. 

In  the  midnight  watch,  in  the  dark  })rofound, 

They  began  to  whisper  these  thoughts  around, 

But  tile  east  to  an  ashen  grey  had  changed. 

Ere  their  purpose  was  fixed  and  the  i)lut  arranged. 

The  niorning  cre])t  o'er  its  threshold  red. 

With  a  sond)re  cano])y  overhe.ul ; 

From  its  open  portal  there  issue(l  a  flaw 

l^-eceded  by  vague  airs,  rude  ami  raw. 

lUackly  it  moved  on  its  v/estern  course 

Till  the  galliot  shivered  to  feel  its  force. 

First  gracefully  onward  she  glided  and  heeled, 

Tiien  as  the  ridges  arose  more  steep, 

Faster  and  wilder,  she  plunged  and  reeded. 

Like  a  liunted  elephant  over  a  fleld 

With  a  pitfall  yawning  at  every  leap. 

Yet  the  gale  which  (piickened  the  galliot's  speed, 

I'ut  hastened  the  jtirates'  dastardly  deed. 

Arion  awoke  at  their  stealthy  tread  ; 

His  fate  in  their  wolfish  looks  he  read. 

But  oh  !  it  was  harsh  when  the  sentence  severe 

Beat  a  death-drum  in  his  musical  ear  ! 

Instead  of  the  i)laudits  that  formerly  n^se, 

Kclioijig  everv  harmonious  close, 
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Curtly  tlie  <iwful  cliango  was  rung 

Up  to  the  clouds  that  iiK'nacin«:f  hung. 

Bidding  him  take  from  their  hands  his  doom, 

Or  find  at  the  hottom  a  self-sought  tend). 

Only  one  moment  the  fell  disclosure 

Ruffled  th(?  singer's  divine  composure  ; 

Then  his  clear  spirit,  so  proudly  serene, 

Ruled,  in  its  dignity,  feature  .md  mien. 

Thus,  a  fish  hawk's  swoop  for  an  instant  may  siiake 

The  ])ictured  heaven  in  a  summer  lake  ; 

But  (piickly  the  ripples  are  smoothed  away. 

Leaving  no  trace  of  the  l)ird  of  j)rey. 

Nothing  was  granted  l)ut  five  minutes'  leave 
For  him  to  dress  in  his  finest  array 
Ere  the  rank  weeds  of  the  bottom  should  weave 
Round  him  a  mantle  that  never  gives  way. 
Soon  he  emerged  from  the  cabin  beneath. 
Wearing  his  singing  robes,  crowned  with  a  wreath 
Fashioned  like  laurel,  but  wrought  of  j)ure  gold  ; 
Loose  around  forehead  and  cheek  and  neck 
Floated  the  auburn  curls,  fair  to  behold  ; 
Firndy  he  trod  o'er  the  tilting  deck, 
High  on  the  (juarter  taking  his  stand. 
Holding  the  woiuh'rful  lyre  in  his  hand. 

Majestic  soul  that  will  not  stoop 

To  the  king  of  terrors  !   He  stood  in  splendor, 

Facing  the  cursed,  compassionless  grou]). 

The  Nile-liorse  less  horrid,  the  jackal  more  tender. 

Brut(^  meanness  looked  from  the  lower  flat 

Of  the  lunii>ish  cranium,  stolidly  fat ; 
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From  tho  cat-like  (»[»tic  that  shuts  at  the  liglit, 
Hut  widens  and  watches  and  preys  in  the  night ; 
From  the  soulless  orb  in  a  formless  waste — 
The  great  dull  seal  of  a  sordid  taste  ; 
From  the  snaky  lights  'neath  the  jutting  brow, 
( lutstaring  the  Gorgon  ui)on  the  prow, 
Arion  gave  them  a  look  to  chill 
Tlieir  Idood  into  something  icier  still ; 
Then,  with  the  grandeur  that  peril  inspires 
In  a  brave  l)osom,  he  touched  tlie  bright  wires  ; 
Hut  soft  as  a  lover's  caress  was  the  stroke 
Whicli  the  i)rime  outgush  of  melody  woke. 


1  weave 
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III. 


At  the  first  quaver,  the  dismal  scud 

Stopped  in  its  flight  and  began  to  unfold, 

Like  a  huge  tree-flower  bursting  its  bud. 
Overlap]  )ed  petals  of  carmine  and  gold. 


Fell  on  the  waves  an  ominous  calm. 
And  the  tall  mast  on  the  lonely  main 

Stood  like  a  solitary  ])alm 

Rooted  fast  in  a  boundless  plain. 


lor, 


(^  tender. 


But  a  creeping  vapor,  chill  and  dim. 

Seemed  slowlv  to  rise  from  the  surface  dark, 

Wavering  o'er  the  horizon's  rim 

And  draping  the  hull  of  the  hellish  bark. 
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IV. 

With  rising  ])owor  a 'id  with  hillowy  swell 
The  lyre  exerted  its  marvellous  spell  ; 
And  the  waters,  to  starhoard,  to  port  and  astern, 
And  ahead, — as  far  as  the  eye  could  discern, 
Were  dini]»led  and  rijj})led  and  ruflled  iind  sj^lashed 
By  a  thousand  fins  that  thronged  and  flashed 
Thnuigh  the  gloom,  like  the  s})ears  of  a  hody-guard 
'Summoned  hy  Nei)tune  to  shield  the  bard. 


V. 

TwAs  the  moment  sui)reme  ; 

Eternity  called  him. 
Dispelling  the  dream 

That  long  had  enthralled  liim. 
80  savagely  torn 

From  the  summit  of  pleasure  ; 
80  ])roudly  uphorne 

Bv  a  stren<fth  ])eyond   neasure. 
As  the  terrible  force 

Which  the  firm  mountain  shivers 
Unprisons  the  source 

Of  the  mightiest  rivers, 
80  the  heart  undergoes 

The  cruellest  spasm, 
Hut  fuller  life  flo^vs 

From  the  desolate  chasm. 
Confronting  stern  fate 

In  that  dread  moment  lowering, 
Erect  and  elate, 

Arion  stood  towering. 
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Tlic  shadcnv  it  flings 

O'er  liis  couiiteiiaiice  flitted  ; 

TIh^  rush  of  its  wings 

From  his  lyre  was  emitted. 

As  the  mind  overstreams 

The  vast  spaees  that  sever 
The  hidden  extremes 

Of  the  awful  forever, — 
The  fear-ha\inted  deep 

Its  harmony  sounded  ; 
With  confident  sweep 

To  the  heavens  it  bounded. 

The  sombre  skies  flushed 

At  its  i)athos  controlling; 
The  tern j  est  was  hushed 

In  the  distance  down-roUiiig ; 
The  clouds  made  a  pause 

While  the  music  ascended, 
To  thunder  apjtlause 

As  soon  as  it  ended. 

VI. 

Arion  ceased  ;  the  wires  were  stilled, 
Their  vibrant  waves  the  vault  yet  filled, 
With  infinite  eddying  echoes  whirled 
Round  tlie  sapphire  cliffs  of  the  up}  er  world. 

As  a  s})iral  i;olumn  of  water  lifts 
Its  head  at  the  touch  of  tlie  dread  cyclone 
High  in  the  air,  and  wavers  and  shifts 
And  spreads  to  a  mammoth  inverted  cone. 
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Thon  wliile  it  rii|>i(lly  rovolvos, 

The  inightv  sjtcctiiclc  dissolves 

111  a  sky-Niiit^ani  roariii}^  loud 

Fi   111  a  riven  contiiuMit  of  cloud  ; 

So  the  masterful  strain,  that  seemed  to  lloat 

As  if  from  the  final  trum[)et's  throat, 

In  a  gathered  volume,  returning,  fell 

On  the  cr.iven  souls  like  their  own  death-knoll. 

Then,  ehisping  his  instrument  close  to  his  heart, 

Of  which  it  was  really  the  resonant  part, 

And  casting  towards  Corinth  a  farewell  look, 

The  minstrel  took 

A  fearless  leap 
Into  the  breathless  and  shuddering  deep  I 


VII. 

Oh  ultimate  horror  and  anguish — to  drown  ! 
Sinking  and  deepening,  down,  down,  down  ! 
To  see  the  green  deluge  above  you  curled. 
Thrusting  you  down  from  the  light  of  this  world, 
Till  the  stifling  weight  of  the  deep  is  pressed 
On  the  straining  sight  and  the  l.iboring  breast 
And  the  deafening  surf  of  a  hr,:iared  diores 
On  tlie  tense  and  bursting  ear-drum  pours  ; 
To  feel,  in  tlie  sea-weeds  that  round  yen  float. 
Death's  icy  clutch  on  your  paiiting  throat, — 
The  deeds  of  a  life-time,  so  horribly  ])lain, 
AU  focussed  and  flashed  through  ihe  quivering  brain 
To  struggle  so  madly,  with  notliing  to  grasp. 
While  the  cry  at  your  heart  bubbles  forth  in  a  gasp  ; 


k.:^ 


AIUON. 


239 


<'<1    to    |l,,;|t 

|)at, 
<l('atJi-kiipIl. 

^''       t(»       his      |l,.;,j,f 

»t  part, 
<'\vell  look, 


g  (loej) ! 


TIkmi  tho  flickering  sparks  in  tnc  darkness  dense 

Tliiit  slowly  envelo])S  the  swooning  sense, 

And,  merging  the  present,  the  future  and  past. 

Drowsily  drifts  to  the  void  und  the  vast, 

And  still  more  dizzy,  more  ditn,  more  ih\v\), 

To  shudder  and  lapse  into  endless  sleep  ! 

(trim  gateway  of  silenee, — it  makes  tlie  flesh  creep  ! 


VIII. 

Ah  !  little  those  sons  of  rai)a(;ity  cared 

For  the  life  of  the  bard  or  his  final  repose. 

They  swore  by  the  Styx  when  the  treasure  was  shared, 
They  would  never  one  word  of  the  secret  disclose. 
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The  ominous  frown  from  the  sky  soon  cleared  ; 

The  west  wind  came  singing,   so  cheerful  and  soft  ; 
Before  it  the  vessel  in  safety  careered, 

And  ere  sundown  the  land  was  descried  from  aloft. 

The  shijmien  were  glad  a>s  they  entered  the  bay, 
And  vowed  that  us  soon  as  the  frolicsome  sod 

Was  pressed  by  their  innocent  feet,  they  would  slay 
A  black  sheep  and  lamb  to  the  surly  sea-god. 


IX. 


That  sacjrifice  was  never  made. 
That  pious  vow  was  never  paid. 
The  sea-god  pressing  for  his  due, 
Soon  had  a  capias  on  the  crew. 
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As  f()l(l>  the  circling  gull  it^^  wing 
And  settles  on  the  bastioncd  ro(!k, 
Witli  iiiUultMl  sail  and  easy  swing 
Tlic  galliot  grounded  in  her  dock. 
Invited  then  to  make  repctrt 
Forthwith  at  Periander's  court, 
Thither  the  mariners  repaired 
With  l)lushless  hrows  i)olitely  hared. 
riiey  fountl  the  chief  in  lordly  state  ; 
He  l)ade  them  all  their  voyage  rehite, 
And  asked,  with  tenderest  concern, 
What  of  Ari(»n  th(\v  could  learn. 
"  He  lives,"  broke  forth  the  vocal  chime, 
*'  He  flourishes  in  myrthvglades 
Enamored  of  the  lazy  clime 
And  of  the  livelv  Tuscan  niai<ls. 


oo  L 


n-eat  to  feel  himself  exiled 


From  Corinth."      Periander  smiled. 

"  He  lives     he  love-  ;  then  all  is  well," 

He  said,  and  touche(l  a  silver  ])ell. 

l'I>rolled  the  I'ich-emhroidered  baize  — 

Arion  stood  })efore  their  gaze  I 

Ktt'ulgent  in  his  court  attire. 

With  golden  crown  and  rose-wreathed  lyre 


They  would  have  fled,  hut  seized  and  chained 
IJy  terror,  motionless  remained, 
AVith  ])alsied  lind)  .ind  vacant  stare 
Of  guilt,  surprise  and  blank  despair; 
Tasting  the  bitterness  of  death, 
Incb'awn  with  every  jerky  breath. 
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And  silence  like  the  tonil)  inevuiled 

Till  I'ei'iander  said  : 
"  Kiilsehdod  iuid  nmi'der  luind  in  liiintl, 
Ilovv  has  your  dastartl  ](ur|i()se,  failed  ! 
Dohold  the  dei'd  in  darkness  planned 

To  o]>en  Justice  led  I 
Ve  could  not  to  the  deeji  consin-u 

This  favorite  of  tlie  skies  ; 
Smit  with  his  melody  divine, 
Tiie  very  monsters  of  the  hrine 

In  his  defence  arise  ! 
And,  fleet  as  ever  courser  speeds 
To  hring  the  news  of  mi<^dity  deeds, 
The  lieaven-deputed  dolphin  l)ore 
Arion  safe  to  Corinth's  shore  : 
For  him  the  proudest  honors  wait — 
Kor  you  the  felon's  gloomiest  fate  !  " 

When  next  the  grey  (hiwn  scaled  the  steep 

It  saw  in  the  west,  like  a  faint  white  cloud 

Vanishing  over  tlie  tremulous  deep, 

An  (nithound  slii}».     The  ])iraticai  crowd 

r^ay  on  her  deck  in  a  helpless  heap, 

Shackled  and  rigid  with  mortal  fear ; 

For  the  hlack-rohed  jilot  had  orders  to  steer 

As  close  as  lie  might  to  the  very  spot 

Which  had  witnessed  their  own  infernal  plot ; 

And  that  ]A:Hie  and  their  doom  Avere  drawing  near. 

How  chilly,  how  dilierent  ran  their  hlood 

From  the  genial  current  they  Avould  have  spilt ! 

Their  plunge  in  the  cold  eternal  flood 

Was  to  whiten  their  l)ones  but  not  their  guilt, 
16 
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And  of  wliiit  did  ilirir  ui'inniM'iit  consist 
As  they  wen*  dipprd  t'ntin  tlui  qnartcr  deck  I 
A  bnicclct  of  iron  around  each  wrist, 
And  ii  ndllstonc^  rutlltj  around  (jacli  n»;ck  ! 


THE    CLKIilCAL    QUACK. 


WiiKN  is  forlxN'irancn  no  longer  a  virtue;  ? 

Not  wlicn  lca;^ui'(l  slander  loads  on  the  attiick, 
Not  when  mean  niali<;e  is  trying  to  hurt  you, 

But  when  you're  bored  by  a  clerical  ([uack. 

What  !  are  there  many  sucli  characters,  turning 
Fact  into  fahle  and  white  into  l)la(!k? — 

Yes  ;  this  old  planet  is  still  young  in  learniii<,' 
How  to  distinguish  a  clerical  (juack. 

Uh  he  is  known  hy  the  l)rimstone  aroma 

Rising  without  any  limit  or  lack. 
Such  a  man  never  is  worth  a  diploma, 

lit;  is  at  best  but  a  clerical  ([Uack. 

Show  mo  a  parson  who  twisteth  the  letter 
Of  the  old  law  into  thund)screw  and  rack. 

As  the  b(;st  method  of  making  men  l)etter  — 
Then  I  shall  sIkjw  you  a  clerical  <piack. 

When  he  is  itching  to  set  on  his  forehead 
Aaron's  tiara  that  titt(ith  him  shu:k, 

Labelled  with  "■  holiness  unto  the  Lorrud," 
That  is  the  badge  of  u  clerical  ((uack. 
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S(i(ni  as  lio  tcllcih  with  f<;rv(ir  and  unction 
I  low  liis  puro.  iiK^ssa^'c  was  ini^Mity  to  crack 

All  the  liai'd  heads  in  the  purlieus  of  Moncton, 
Mark  iiini  ri^'ht  dowji  for  a chirical  (piack. 

Sdon  as  you  liear  him,  wliose  pillow  is  watered 

i  )ver  tin;  soul  of  the  sava<^'e  Kanak,"**" 
Sini^'ing  7V3  Denim*  o'er  Soudanese  f  lau^ditered, 

Ilrand  him  at  once  as  a  clerical  tjuac^k. 

I'itcIkmI  on  the  chariot  of  Zion  on  Sunday, 
(Jursing  the  sinner  who  taketh  a  hack, 

Walking  in  faith  with  the  pure  Mrs.  Orundy, 
That  is  the  style  of  the  cha'ical  ([uack. 

WIkui  tlie  poor  jack-daw  i)ara(h's  as  a  (rreekling 
Pul)licly  l)oasting  his  classical  knack, f 

Pluck  hut  a  })lume  from  the  garrulous  weakling, 
Then  you  behold  liini — u  clerical  <piack. 

Wluiii  our  green  crop  of  wild  oats  he  is  firing, 
Kven  as  a  tram])  setteth  tire  to  a  stack, 

Watch  him  ;  there's  no  other  creature  recpiiring 
Such  a  stern  check  as  the  clerical  quack. 

(live  your  last  dime  to  the  shar[)er  who  robs  you, 
Pocket  an  insult  and  fling  it  not  back, 

Turn  t'other  (dieek  to  the  rowdy  who  mobs  you, 
Still  declare  war  on  the  clerical  quack. 


*  It  is  a  sad  tnark  of  consistency  when  good  men  rejoice 
at  the  massacre  of  semi-civilized  Arabs,  and  yet  oflFer  them- 
selves as  ragouts  to  the  South  Sea  cannibals. 

t  ThediflfV^rence,  however,  between  (iraculus  and  Graeculus 
is  only  that  between  Tweedledum  and  Tweedledee. 
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TO    COUNT    TOLSTOI. 


[These  stanzas  are  supposed  to  be  addressed  to  Count 
Lyof  N.  Tolstoi,  the  distinguished  Russian  writer,  and  author 
of  the  "  Kreutzer  Sonata."  This  work,  though  full  of  tragic 
interest  and  powerfully  written,  does  the  noble  count  no 
credit.  Its  ol)jeot  was  to  show  by  a  series  of  revolting 
incidents,  ending  in  a  horrible  domestic  tragedy,  that  love 
between  the  sexes  is  in  any  case  immoral,  and  marriage  a 
certain  calamity,] 


Touch  glasses,  most  iiiikiiigbtly  count, 
But  toucli  tlicm  from  the  shoulder  ; 

Min(i  l)riuiming  from  Castalia's  fount. 
Yours  tilled  with  something  colder. 

It  glistens  much  like  ^Vrctic  hrine  ; 

You  may  as  well  withdraw  it. 
The  nectar  is  not  ([uite  divine — 

It  ne(Mls  a  hell  to  thaw  it  ! 

It  hied  not  from  the  glowing  grape  ; 

It  hreeds  no  dr(»ams  Elysian  ; 
Its  vapors  take  a  goblin  shape 

That  kills  the  beauteous  vision  ! 

Poor  Posdnichetl",*  it  makes  him  look 
A  thousand  times  absurder 

To  feel  its  climax  when  he  took 
His  first  degree — in  murder  ! 


*  ' 


The  hero,  or  rather,  the  criminal  of  the  story. 


TO     COUNT    TOLSTOI. 

Nor  heart,  nor  soul  his  life  adorns 
Through  all  the  sad  narration, 

But  he  excels  in  fancied  horns 
The  beast  in  Revelation. 

And  can  you  take  the  madman's  part, 
Or  share  his  crude  convictions. 

So  lacking  in  the  lover's  art, 
So  full  of  contradictions  1 

Y(;t  every  voice  in  nature's  choir. 

To  gentle  measures  heated. 
Must  celebrate  that  blessed  lire 

Of  which  the  gods  were  cheated. 

For  this  is  nature's  noblest,  this 

Her  Eden  education. 
Which  flashes  pure  electric  bliss 

Through  cvcles  of  creation. 

Tlius  love,  although  on  earth  it  glows. 
Is  heaven-ward  in  direction — 

A  sacred  flower  whose  fruitage  shows 
In  conjugal  affection. 

Love,  that  has  ruled  this  world  so  long, 
Is  neither  stale  nor  stealthy. 

It  keeps  the  vital  current  strong. 
The  moral  fibre  healthy. 

No  language  frames  a  sweeter  word ; 

>Jo  theme  is  more  alluring  ; 
No  lofty  soul  was  ever  stirred 

By  pleasure  more  enduring. 
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TO    COUNT    Tor.STOI. 


No  nation,  entered  for  the  race 

Of  glory,  ever  lialted 
Wliile  female  modesty  and  ^.^race 

Were  to  tiie  heavens  exalted. 

Tliat  tire,  which  for  the  kneaded  du';t 
Prometheus  stole  from  heaven, 

May  never  })enetrate  the  crust 
Of  Pharasaic  letiven. 

In  many  a  cottage  home  it  smiles 
By  winter  drifts  surrounded  ; 

It  adds  a  charm  to  })almy  isles 
On  coral  fret- work  founded. 

That  gentle  fame  !  for  low  and  high 

I  recognise  its  fitness. 
As  were  I  not  extremely  shy, 

My  constant  song  should  witness. 

Oh  tiute  it,  while  the  mist  upcurls 
From  morning's  pure  carnation 

"Which  every  flowering  slip  im[>earls 
In  nuptial  decoration. 

Oh  chant  it  in  the  ardent  noons 

When  heaven  and  earth  are  wedded 

In  forests  hung  with  gay  festoons, 
( )n  verdant  mosses  hedded. 

And  trill  it  win  a  the  evening  skies 

Restore  to  full  d(jniinion 
The  »limi»led  o;od  with  starry  eyes, 

Keen  shaft  and  purple  pinion  ! 


V 
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One,  ^vhcn  Aurora's  tears  ^v■ere  wiped 

]}v  radiant-faced  Al.ollo, 
I  won  their  favor  while  I  PM^ed 

The  artless  notes  that  follow  : 

SOSG. 

A  MISTRESS  fair,  a  glass  of  wine 
Hold  enrpive  o'er  this  heart  « 

Which  in  its  rebel  ,nood  detre^ 
All.  all  except  the  tenderest  t.es. 
The  choicest  of  poetic  themes. 
The  sweetest  of  romantic  dreams 
Are  blended  in  this  single  line- 
A  n'istress  fair,  a  glass  of  wme  ! 

When  destiny  first  parcelled  earth 
I„  liberal  shares  to  wealth  and  b  .th, 

.t  .reatures  got  some  taste 
The  meanest  cieaiuic   j, 

,        •         tl.nt  flowed  at  waste. 
f)f  happiness  that  no\M 

\        H„>  loitering  bard  arrived, 
Put  .vhen  tiie  loiiei  m^ 
Of  earthly  heritage  deprived 
She  gave,  to  crown  the  whole  design, 
A  niutress  fair,  a  glass  of  wine. 

Ti  „v  .,re  the  two  enchanting  things 

S  luhe  down  from  pleasure's  wings, 

-:;;:Cc:sn>.ii,.. 

Without  tlK.r  presence  to  inspi, 
UowduUthelute.howdumlt^^      > 
What  made  Anacreon's  song    mu- 

A  mistress  fair,  u  gi'^  - 
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What  force  of  wisdom  or  of  anus 
Is  proof  against  tlu'ir  honoyed  cliarms? 
The  wisest  king  tliat  ever  ruled, 
111  piety  and  prudence  scliooled, 
Could  never  tune  liis  liarp  above 
The  cooing  of  tlie   turth'-dove, 
Nor  j)hice  l)elo\v  tlic  golden  shrine 
A  mistress  fair,  a  glass  of  wine  ! 

The  matchless  Macedonian  hoy, 
Whose  soul  was  steeleil  to  vulgar  joy, 
"Stooil  on  tlu.^  heights  of  dread  renown 
And  trampled  mightiest  monarchs  down. 
lUit  Thais'  lovely  hust  outshone 
The  ivorv  of  the  Persian  throne, 
And  still  above  its  ruin  shine 
A  mistress  fair,  a  glass  of  wine  ! 

The  peasant  bard,  (forgive  this  tear), 

To  Scotland  and  to  nature  dear, 

Was  born  with  sweetest  spell  to  bind 

The  captive  souls  of  all  mankind. 

The  wreath  which  Coila's  hand  bestows 

With  never-dying  lustre  glows, 

But  brightest  where  thi'-e  two  entwine - 

A  mistress  fair,  a  glass  of  wine  I 


When  England's  strongest  noble  swept 
The  chords  where  love  and  tcu'ror  slept, 
And  roused  them  to  ,1  loftier  tone 
Than  e'er  Ijefore  oi'  since  was  known  ; 


AT     SEA. 


His  genius,  jialing  from  tlie  skies, 
Illumined  for  admiring  eyes 
Those  twin  stars  o'er  a  sun's  deeline- 
A  mistress  fair,  a  glass  of  wine  ! 


249 


0  genius  !  how  su])erbly  near 
It  brings  the  ploughman  to  the  peer. 
Till  worlds  that  glimmered  on  the  sight 
Receive  from  thc^*^  full  warmth  and  light. 
And  y(^t  its  niosi  resplendent  ray 
Would  fail  to  animate  the  clay 
Without  those  founts  of  all  that's  fine — 
A  mistress  fair,  a  glass  of  wine. 


AT   SEA. 


The  darkened  sea  before  us  lies, 
The  coast-lights  far  away  receding  ; 

The  mist  is  gathering  to  my  eyes 
And  my  lone  heart  is  inly  bleeding. 


'Tis  not  that  fate  with  frown  severe 
Pursues  me  with  its  wonted  malice  ; 

'Tis  not  for  dangers  gathering  near — 
'Tis  leaving  thee,  my  darling  Alice. 
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No  harslior  doom  tho  boll  conld  speak 
A])ove  the  stony  dungeon  jtealing  ; 

No  deeper  vengeanee  hate  could  wreak 
Upon  the  (iuivoring  chords  of  feeling. 

AVlien  death,  the  last  of  many  a  ])ain. 
Holds  to  my  lips  its  icy  chalice, 

Less  bitter  will  it  l)e  to  drain 

Than  leaving  thee,  my  darling  Alice. 


DARWIN. 


[Charles  Robert  Darwin,  author  of  the  "Origin  of 
Species,"  the  foremost  scientist  of  modern  times,  died  at  bis 
home  in  Down,  Kent,  April  19,  1882.  "  On  tlie  Wednes 
day  morning  next  after  his  death,  his  remains  were  lioiiie 
with  unwonted  marks  of  respect  and  ceremony,  in  tlie  assein 
bled  presence  of  all  that  was  noble  and  good  in  Britain,  to  an 
honored  grave  in  the  precincts  of  the  great  Abbey  (West- 
minster). Wallace  and  Huxley,  Lubbock  and  Hookei,  his 
nearest  peers  in  the  domain  of  pure  science,  stood  among  the 
bearers  who  held  the  pall.  Lowell  represented  tlu;  lepuhlie 
of  America  and  f)f  letters.  Statesmen  and  poets,  philosoplins 
and  theologians  mingled  with  the  throng  of  scientific  thinkers 
who  crowded  close  to  the  venerated  bier.  No  incident  of 
fitting  pomp  or  dignity  was  wanting,  as  the  organ  pealed  out 
in  solemn  strains  the  special  anthem  composed  for  thf 
occasion  to  the  appropriate  words  of  the  Hebrew  p(jet, 
"  Happy  is  the  man  that  tindeth  wisdo.n."  Even  the  narrow 
Philistine  intelligence  itself,  which  still  knew  Darwin  only  as 
the  man  who  thought  we  were  all  descend.Ml  from  monkeys. 
was  impressed  with  the  sole  standard  of  greatness  open  to  i's 
feeble  and  shallow  comprehension  by  the  mere  solemnity  and 
ceremony  of  the  occasion,  and  began  to  enquire  with  hlind 
wonderment,  what  this  thinker  had  done  whom  a  whoh' 
people  thus  delighted  to  honor." — Orant  Alle7i.] 


DARWIN. 
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The  abbey  lays  liim  witli  the  mitred  dead, 
AiiK'iig  licr  treasured  relics  not  the  least. 

The  lioly  earth,  which  has  sucli  discords  bred, 
Unites  at  last  philosopher  and  priest. 

The  work  Avhich  he  was  born  to  do  is  done. 

The  long-sought  light  is  breaking  by  degrees. 
Tan  life  not  bring  all  issues  out  of  one, 

AVlien  d<'ath  can  blend  such  ojjposites  as  these  ? 

The  nol)le-niinded  group  around  the  bier 
In  mournful  silence  })}iy  the  last  res])ects, 

While  even  the  masses  have  no  ear  to  hear 
The  loud-mouthed  leaders  of  the  narrow  sects. 

No  tierce  anathenm,  no  spi";ef  al  bun 

Disturbs  his  dust  with  breath  of  sulphurous  fire  ; 
T.ut  sweetly  solemn  "  Hap])y  is  the  man 

That  findeth  wisdom  "  chants  the  sacred  choir  ! 

lie  brushed  the  cobwebs  of  ca])rice  and  chance 
From  nature's  dome,  and  showed  that  order  reigns 

r.iit  to  be  known,  while  leaden  ignorance 
A  miracle  unto  itself  remains. 

He  I'ojled  the  cloudv  bounds  of  chaos  back 

Farther  than  inspiration  ev<^r  saw 
And  reared  o'er  Being's  multifarious  tiack 

The  luminous  banner  of  unswerving  law. 

Xo  greater  spirit  was  the  Genoese 

Flying  his  ensign  o'er  a  dee})  uncrossed. 

While  saintshi])  pointed  to  the  grim  decrees 
And  friendship,  wee[)ing,  gave  him  up  for  lost. 
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DARWIN. 


Befoiv,  liiiii  lay  ;i  now  world,  and  behind 
The  tlioo.'^oplis  wlu)  swovo  the  ojiith  was  fl-  * 

But  he  had  seen  a  shadow-sphere  defined 
Upon  the  moon,  and  based  his  lio})©  on  th-  t. 

He  looked  to  lieaviMi,  and  his  worvls  were  Void — 
Fl.  shing  ^hat  li'dit  which  guides  all  glorious  searoli- 

j;e  cried  :  "The  ehureh  condemns  me,  but  I  hold 
I'v  such  a  shadow  more  than  by  the  cliur(;h  ! '* 

Our  own  discovtu'cu'  (hired  and  did  as  much. 

No  common  merchandise  his  voyage  sought  ; 
And  after  him,  our  feebler  minds  may  touch 

A  virgin  continent  of  endless  thought. 

Thus  truth  advances,  and  our  faith  grows  iirni 
To  see  one  cosmic  i)rincii)le  displayed, 

Even  from  the  faintest  infusorial  germ 

To  the  full  man  in  Gcjd's  own  image  made. 

Hail,  then,  the  ui)ward  tendency  of  life  ! 

Far  Ijetter  than  in  (h)lorous  tones  to  tell 
That  man  through  centuries  of  ))ain  and  strife 

Has  not  yet  struggled  u[t  to  whence  he  fell  ! 

Finding  its  l)ond  with  every  sentient  thing, 
The  immortal  intellect  is  throned  and  crowned 

To  raise  men  nearer  to  the  skies  and  ])rings 
The  E})hesian  workshop  nearer  to  the  ground. 


*  I  believe  this  reinarii  was  made  l)y  Magellan,  llit; 
Poitugueae  navigator,  and  not  by  Coluiul)Us,  to  whom  I  liave 
here  attributed  it.  Had  the  (:i!enoese  really  been  guiUy  I'f 
siicli  irreverenee,  he  wouhl  scarcely  have  been  canonized,  even 
at  this  late  day. 


SUNRISE 
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I'm-:  iige  of  tlie  gods  is  past, 
Tiio  reign  of  nuin  is  begun  ; 

And  tlio  spectres  are  vanishing  fast 
'Neath  tin!  still  ascending  sun. 

The  apostles  of  fear  and  of  ioir-^, 
Though  armed  with  celest^-'  n  "'jht, 

Have  tinished  their  infamous  co   I's*  — 
Have  lost  the  unnatural  '    ht. 

Opinions,  once  rooted  so  deep, 

And  over-shadowing  all. 
Have  felt  the  niorn-bre  'zes  sweep 

And  are  swaying  to  their  fall. 

Old  power,  once  held  to  be  firm 

As  tlie  everlasting  hills, 
Is  reluctantly  nearing  its  term 

As  the  i)o[)ular  mandate  wills. 

Less  bitter  the  sectary's  strife, 

More  wholesome  the  social  breath 

As  the  growing  hope  in  life 

Is  supplanting  the  hope  in  death. 


.,:?i<*Ti*La 
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OHIKNTAI-. 


No  tynint's  niock-ilmiulcr  lias  stillfd 
Tlu»-  watt'hwonl  l)y  lihcrty  ^'ivcn, 

Hut  licr  inission  will  not  \w  fuifillcij 
Till  the  last  ancient  fcttiu'  is  riven 

Till  not  one  lieart  that  has  1)1(mI 
Shall  lon<j;(ir  he  troihU'n  (h)wn, 

And  not  one  human  head 

Shall  put  itself  up  for  a  erown. 


ORIENTAL. 


JULY,    1876. 

O'er  the  vineyards  of  tlie  east, 

Hounding  to  the  hloody  feast, 
See  the  tur])ans  and  the  eresoent 
Throng  and  wave  ; 

Hear  the  yells  of  Allah  rise 

Mingled  with  the  victims'  cries — 
And  is  there  no  su(;cor  present, 
Is  there  no  strong  arm  to  save  1 

Where  is  the  avenging  sword 

When  the  ruthless  Tartar  horde 
On  each  undefended  village 
Wreak  their  rage  ; 

When,  in  heliisli  triumph  bold. 

Hard  by  freedom's  seat  of  old 

Murder,  leagued  with  rajJB  and  pillage, 
Stains  the  earth  and  shocks  the  a<:je  'I 


OIIIKNTAL. 
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Ruin  cnislujs  down  tlic  hind 

Witli  11  red,  I'olciitlcss  luind  ; 

(llui.stly  trophies  of  the  sluiighter 
iMai'k  its  way  ; 

Turks  (ixult,  wliih^  angels  weep 

Over  many  a  festm'ing  heajt — 

Age  and  ediildhuod,  niotlier,  daugliter, 
Mangled  like-  the  tiger's  prey  ! 

By  their  fierce  and  sensual  creed, 

In  ea(!h  fiendish  murder-deed 
They  are  sure  of  upi)er  glory 
AVho  excel. 

Shall  they  flaunt  that  Aral)  lie 

In  the  face  of  freedom's  sky. 

That  the  unsparing  hlade  and  gory 
Is  the  key  of  hi^aven  and  hell  ? 

Can  the  nations,  trained  to  know 
Right  from  wrong,  be  slack  and  slow 

And  divided  in  opinion 
Of  the  case  ? 
Heaven's  everlasting  laws 
Justify  that  [)eople's  cause 

Rising  'gainst  the  vile  dominion 

Of  a  cruel  Tartar  race. 


\  pillage, 

le  age  ? 


How  the  free,  enlightened  soul 
8})urns  the  thought  of  such  control ! 
Mussulmans,  as  tame  as  camels 
To  the  rod 
Which  some  pampered  eunuch  wields. 
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OinKN'I'AI- 


Tlicy  (los|M»iliii<4  Kuropc's  fields 
To  ciiforcc  tlicir  odious  traiimicls- 
Oli  foi'liid  it,  Kuropc/s  (lod  ! 


Not  in  ViUii  sliidl  ndscry  ]>l('nd, 
And  not  lon^'  sludl  Scrvia  Idccd. 
Arnn'd,  decisive  inturvcntion 
Jh  at  hand, 
And  tlic  sultan  soon  nnist  seek 
Friendsldp  with  some  wanderin^f  slicik. 
With  Ins  empire's  full  extension 
P.y  a  desert,  tent-cloth  sjtanned. 


Kn<^:land,  to  the  victim's  aid, 
I'l'one  heneath  a  harharous  raid, 

Li't  the  war  trump's  throat  of  thunder 
Call  thy  hands, 
And  wliile  Copur-(h'- Lion's  shade 
Waves  the  lieaven-annointed  blade. 
Drive  the  Asian  l)east  of  jdunder 
Backward  to  his  native  sands  ! 


.lolIN      lU'UNS,     (»!'     I.(»M»(<X. 
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JOHN    IHHiXS,    OF    LONDON. 


I>KKFO\I)KIl  of  (l(t\Vll-tl'()t1(l('M   li^'llt, 

Strong  l)otli  to  act  aii<l  sjiciik, — 
Tlic  hireling  finii  of  ruling  might, 
LpIifttMl  yet,  forhcars  to  sniito 

Vuu  oil  the  other  cheek. 

Now  })lessiiigs  on  tlie  wider  i-ange 
And  kei'iier  t(»ucli  of  thought  ! 
1'o  this  is  due  the  sudden  cliaiigc, 
Tliis  modern  miracle  as  strange.' 
As  ever  wizard  wrought. 

The  uanui  of  Burns,  the  socialist, 

So  late  with  terror  hesird — 
A  day  star  dimmed  hy  London  mist, 
I)y  liiw  and  gospel  loathed  and  hissed, - 
I)ecomes  a  household  word  ! 

<>  hajipier  tribune*  of  the  ])lehs 
Than  chaste  Cornelia's  sons,* 
Who  tore  th(?  social  spider-wehs, 
For  here  no  vein  of  valor  ehhs, 
Nor  red  with  slaughter  runs. 


*  Tilieiius  and  Cuius  0raccl)us,  tril>unes  )i  the  people  )a 
old  Home,  were  both  murdered  for  advo'ji'liag  the  populu 
cause  aginst  the  tyrannical  aristouiacy. 

17 


258  JOHN  BURNS,  OF  LONDOX. 

Authority  lias  now  on  taj) 

Hei  soul's  most  generous  wine  ; 
With  batons  dangling  to  the  strrp, 
Her  servants  lift  to  him  tlie  cap 
That  bears  tlie  civic  sign. 


She  hears  the  famished  cry  for  ])read 

Xor  will  she  give  a  stone  ; 
Nor  see  the  leader  captive  led, 
Nor  club  an  unotl'ending  head. 
And  haply  risk  her  own. 

That  land  is  sown  with  dragon's  teeth 

Where  wealth  alone  is  great. 
And  millions,  toiling  far  beneath. 
Own  nothing  that  they  can  be([ueath, 
But  blind  and  bitter  hate. 


Learn,  Britain,  to  avert  sucli  ill ; 

The  world's  best  future  turns 
On  hands  that  luMvy  tusks  fulfil 
With  cheerful  mind  and  earnest  will- 
On  workingmen  like  Burns. 


'I'HE    PEOPLE     FIRST. 


THE    PEOPLE    FIRST. 


I. 

Far  as  tlie  brig] it  sun  gilds 
The  lowly  cot,  or  builds 

The  seven-hued  arch, 
We  celebrate  and  toast 
The  great  victorious  host 
Who  do  and  suffer  most 

In  life's  grand  march. 
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II. 

We  raise  no  murder-shout, 
AVe  fling  no  banners  out 

O'er  mobs  accursed  ; 
But  to  each  continent 
O'er  (jcean's  vast  extent, 
This  greeting  shall  be  sent 

The  people  tirst  ! 


iir. 

P'or  them,  and  them  alone. 
And  not  for  any  throne 

Superl»ly  carved, 
Shall  heart  and  hand  and  brain 
The  ordered  stute  maintain 
Without  one  foeman  slain, 

One  subject  starved. 
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THH     VEOVLE     FIRST. 


IV. 


True  lonlsliip  of  tlie  soil 
Ls  in  tlic  drops  of  toil 

That  gem  the;  l)ro\v, 
And  in  sucli  arms  as  broke 
Tlic  ^allin^Lj  feudal  yoke 
And  made  tin;  ei»mmon  folk 

What  they  are  now. 


V. 


The  truly  royal  dames 
From  no  emblazoned  names 

Derive  their  worth. 
Where  love  lias  crowned  them  ([ueeus 
( )f  sweet  doUKistie   scenes 
They  nurse  untitled  weans 

To  u'overn  earth. 


VI. 

Then  nil  the  social  bowl 
To  (  very    <;"e!ierous  soul 

I)oni  ti)  be  free  , 
While  we  behind  US  cast 
Th(.'  ducal  lines  lou!:^'  jKist 
With  hope  set  Hriu  and  fast 

s  hi  IJiose  to  be. 


THE     I)()(J.M      OF      1{().MAN()I-'K 
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VII. 


Ill,*;',  L'lnpcror,  sulinii,  czar, 


And  each  atteiulaiit  star 


l\il('  fi'c^iu  the  ski 


cs 


W"!!]!!'  o'er  tlic  palace  wall 
There  runs  tin;  fateful  scrawl 
Foredoom ini>'  it  to  fall 


That 


Ulan  niav   I'lse 


THE    DonM    OF    lioMAXOFF. 


ALt;XA.N'I)El^    II.    OF    RUSSIA,    KILLED    MARCH    13,    1881. 


Hark  I   what  was  that  teri-ific  jar 
That  -hocked  the  steadfast  northern  star, 
And  rattled  hell  hoth  holt  and  har? 
"The  Nihilists  have  killed  the  ezir!" 

And  fast  and  *''"ster 
Through  teenuHu;,  turnidil'd  Kiiri»]>e  sjireaJ-s 
That  thunder-ci'ash  for  kinj^^dy   heads  ; 
"  The  Nihilists,  the  rainii.int    Re(U^ 
Have  hlown  to  atoms,  toiai  to  shretls 

Tlu'ir  lord  and  ma-^ter  I  "* 


*  Swiuljurne  rather  savagely   im))recates   the  same  aw 
visitation  on  the  hopeful  seed  thus  ; 


ful 


<.()(1 


»»r  man, 


he  swift  ;  hope  .-'iekens  with  delay. 


Suiiie,  and  send  him  howling  down  his  father's   way 
Down  the  way  of  e/ars,  so  long  in  vain  deferred, 
Let  the  second  Alexander  light  the  thifd  !  " 


262 


IlIE     DOOM     OF     ROMANOFF. 


Ye  guardians  of  tlie  royal  lair, 

Turn  out  and  form  a  hollow  s([uare 

Around  your  broken  idol  there;  ! 

Beat  ba(.'k  the  haggard  hordes  that  stare, 

Both  man  and  woman. 
Ay,  shower  them  with  metallic;  grape 
Lest  tliis  foul  secret  should  escape  : 
The  autocrat,  that  tried  to  a])e 
The  immortal  gods,  has  lost  the  shape 

That  marked  liim  human  ! 

Ay,  t]u\y  had  fenced  witli  stone  and  steel 
The  man  who  knew  not  how  to  feel 
For  millions  'neath  his  iron  heel ; 
But  spite  of  mercenary  zeal, 

The  deadly  nitre 
That  fills  the  whistling  little  s])here 
And  blanches  twenty  thrnne-^  with  fear, 
Has  stofijted  the  desjiot's  high  career 
And  stretched  him  on  a  snowy  bier 

With  features  whiter. 


Pity  and  horror  on  us  seize. 
Behold  the  royal  remnants  ! — these  : 
The  shredded  flesh,  the  shattered  knees, 
The  rividets  of  blood  that  freeze 

Along  the  gutter's, 
And  whilst  tiun'  tricdvle  warudv  still, 
Are  trodden  in,  and  send  a  chill 
Through  fur-clad  minions  trained  to  kill, 
Who  bend  to  catch  the  sovereign  will 

He  feeblv  utters  ! 


THE     DOOM     OF     flOMANOFF. 
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stare, 
fipe 


mi)e 
n! 

m  steel 
tel 


I'e 

1  fear, 
ser 
'r 


Is  there  a  mortal  eye  tliat  can, 
Uiinioist,  the  ghnstly  liavoe  scan  1 
Poor  Romanoil'!  our  fellow  man  ! 
His  pride  disdained  the  equal  plan, 

His  power  o'erleaped  it. 
How  grimly  shows  this  gruesome  deed  ! 
And  yet  his  sires  had  sown  the  seed, 
His  own  hand  hade  the  harvest  Si\ieed  ; 
It  ripened  where  his  victims  bleed, 

And  he  has  reajied  it  ! 

Say,  shall  the  muse  of  history  crown 
The  handed  patriots  with  renown 
Who  struck  imperial  Jidius  down  1 
And  shall  she  wear  the  censor's  frown 

When  desperation, — 
Long  gagged  because  of  groans  and  cries- 
Reveals  to  startled  earth  and  skies 
What  cunning  art  of  warfare  lies 
Within  its  reach  ?     (3ne  murderer  dies 

To  save  the  nation 


nees, 


'  kill, 
ill 


Will  any  plead  that  this  was  ■ 
Who  bade  the  cowering  serfs  /    free  1 
Alas  !  there  lurked  in  that  d     ree 
A  deeper  gulf  of  misery 

For  them  to  plunge  in. 
The  lordlings,  grown  too  great  and  rich, 
Their  human  cattle  must  unhitch, 
While  many  an  Ivan  Loukovitch, 
Deluded,  leaped  fr'»m  out  a    itch 

Into  a  dungeon. 


■J 
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rilH     DOOM     OK     IIOMANOIF 


His  iioof  liad  cnislKMl  ill  ('iiil)ry()n 
Full  iiiiiiiv  ;i  Sclavic  Washiiioioii 
AVlio  iiiiglit  ha VI'  sh(»\ve(l  llic  glorious  sun 
To  cavt'i'iicd  wrctclics,  wasluMJ  and  won 

From  stripes  and  slavery. 
I>ut  no — broad  Ilussia  had  luit  room 
For  power's  proud  seat  and  freedom's  tomh, 
While  only  j^iisicned  through  the  gloom 
The  heidsman's  ax,  that  ))rought  swift  doom 

On  deeds  tif  hraverv. 


Late  had  t  hat  man  o\' 


we 


S  )ok( 


md  nis  wor( 


I  w.is  law  : — 


lu'erv  fi'iM^  hreath  thev  dra 


w 


Now  must  he  l)al11e(l. 
Take  the  seditions  lot. 
Here  in  this  lumr  and  spot 
Let  all  the  heads  that   pi 


o. 


1 


ioll  on  tne  sea 


hold. 


u 


A-  for  that  traitor  chief. 


That  hloodv  So|o\i('ii'. 


Not  t 


o  a  i>anL!'  so  o 


rief 


reason  lias  ic(t  inm 


I  1, 


lese  are  my  strict  commands 

il- 


Tl 

Load  him  uil  h  imn  iiaiiUs, 
Lop  oil'  his  feet  and  hands 

I'il'e  V(»u  hehead  him  ! 


I  " 


CilOFtDANO     HI{UX(). 


•2C)') 


lolls  sun 
r  Won 

hill 

(ill's  toiiil), 
K'ooiii 

'Witt  (loom 


Tin'  wheel  of  fate,  sul)liiiiely  vast, 
Has  (M)nie  full  circle,  sun^  an<l  fast  ; 
'J'lie  myth  of  rij.!:ht  divine  is  j)ast. 
Tiie  I'ight  of  man  rolls  u^»  at  last 

And  men  (Miihrac*^  it. 
Now  tremhle,  ye  tyrannic  school  ; 
TIh^  roil  of  iron  wherewith  ve  rule 
Is  {letter's  clay,      (lo  drop  the  tool 
l)own  throu^L^ii  the  hlack  Tartareiin   ))ool 

\\'here  none  can  trace  it  ! 


(UOUDANo    BllUM). 


[GiordcDxo  lifutio  vva.s  a  I)()miinriui  tViar  in  the  latter  peart 
i)f  the  .sixtcentn  ccntuiy.  \\v  was  far  in  advance  of  his  age, 
hotl)  ill  intellect  .onl  nioriil  courage.  His  (li«eoverie.s  in  tlie 
natural  sciences  were  c()nsi(1ei-a)>lc  ;  junnng  other  things,  he 
announced  his  l)elief  tiiat  the  Hxed  stars  uere  suns.  He  was 
persecuted  an(]  ini])i'is()ncd  for  heresy,  and  finaUy  hurned  at 
Ronje,  I'el).  hj,  1()U().  His  statue  \\as  uineiled  in  th.at  city 
in  June,  ISSS,  in  the  presenci;  of  .S0,(!00  people,  including 
students,  authois  and  scientists  from  every  country  in 
Kuro)K'.  j 


At  ni_u;ht  ( riordano  JJruno  stands 
With  lifteil  l)row  and  folded  hands, 
AVliile  thou^ii  his  mental  vision  runs 
The  radiance  of  a  million  suns. 


-\hove  his  head  the  skies  unroll 
Theii'  vast  illuminati'il  scroll, 
Which  hlls  hini  with  a  dee].er  awe 
Than  all  the  in'ophets  and  the  law. 


2()() 


(IIOUDANO     nUUNO, 


Tlic  \('s|)('i'  soMj^  is  husliod  ;  he  lionrs 
Tliu  music  of  tlu!  mai'cliiii}^  sjdicrcs  ; 
His  thoii^'lits  h;iv<^  l)iirst  tradition's  l)ars, 
\\v  drops  the  beads  to  count  tlic,  stars. 

This  liour,  all  Kuropc's  vacant  staru 
Is  soalcd  in  slccj)  or  shut  in  prayer, 
Hut  Ih'uno's  ])enetratin^'  eyes 
llavi'  caught  the  gleam  tliat  never  dies. 

From  ])rig1it  infinitude  he  reads 
The  secret  of  the  atomi(3  seeds — 
Eternity  of  star-mist  whirled 
Self-(>])erant  to  ukjuUI  a  world. 

The  universe,  without  a  flaw, 
Moves  to  its  own  iidierent  law  ; 
Tlie  clod  beneath  his  feet  is  rife 
AVitli  all  the  j)ledge  and  j)o\ver  of  life. 

And  though  the  intellectual  sleep 
With  faith  for  nurse  is  long  and  deep, 
His  l)old  words  break  tin;  central  dream 
Tiiiit  baseless,  vague  creative^  scheme. 


And  tlien  through  foreign  lands  to  range 
A  friendless  e.xile,  and  to  change 
The  blu(3  <lome  with  its  myriad  lamps 
For  noisome  dens  and  prison-damps  ! 


I'l'cs  ; 
|>n's  l)ars^ 


GIORDANO     BIIUNO. 
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IldW  (inn  (riordano  Bruno  stands 
ll(.\v  free,  altlioii^'li  with  fottcrcd  hands! 
His  doom  is  fixed.     Tlio  heaven  he  paints. 
(Outrages  all  the  ruling  saints. 


tare 
<'!'  dies. 


All  champions  of  tlie  sacred  cause, 
No  heathen  su(;h  as  l^ilate  was  ; 
In  all  tliat  council  there  is  none 
To  ask,   What  evil  hath  he  done? 


They  only  know  him  too  remote 
From  what  the  holy  fathers  wrote  ; 
"Damnation  to  the  men  who  teach 
Of  worlds  beyond  salvation's  reach  !" 


)f  life. 


The  Nubian  cave,  the  Indian  fen 
Are  safer  than  the  haunts  of  men, 
Who  make  their  meek  jthylacteries  broad 
.And  judge  and  j)unish  for  their  god. 


<leep, 
dream 
enie. 


o  rang(» 


mps 

I)s  ! 


How  calm  Giordano  Bruno  stands. 
Breast-dee})  amid  the  hissing  bands  ! 
How^  fiercely,  through  the  stifling  reek, 
Those  tongues  of  fire  have  leave  to  speak  ! 

Roll  sky-ward,  crimson-bordered  cloud  ; 
Skulk  home,  hvena-hearted  crowd  ; 
Bequeath  your  sons  tliat  deed  of  shame. 
And  give  to  dogs  that  noble  name  ! 


[08 


(;i()ia).\\()    iiKTNo. 


The  student 


(iMl'lULr   Vnicc   IS    im 


licit, 


I)Ut  lo  !   iii_!4lit's  (lr(H)|)in«^r  t'ront.  is  flushed 
With  hues  that  indicate  tho  inoni  — 
With  i>;ni^s  wJHM'cof  the  truth  is  hin'u. 


How  proud  (lioi'dano  liruno  stands 
W'ht'i'c  sciciK't'  Icadi'lh  forcin-n  hindf 
The  while  hiT  martyr's  t^icry  rohc 
SIkmIs  purest  lustre  round  the  i^lohc 


^Vitllin  the  saf('L,Miai'ds  of  her  rci^n'ii, 
The  iViii'lcss  heart,  the  tireless  hrain, 
She  gathers  from  those  ample  fields 
The  i^-olden  harvests  nature  yields. 


Here,  where  the  shameful  stake  once  stoDil, 
The  hiMve,  the.  j^ifted  and  the  good, 
In  i-'ratcful  admiration   Li'  i/e 
While  art  its  nohlest  hom.ij^c  jiays. 


With  one  accoi'd,  the  nations  each 
Knfranchisrd  hoth  in  soul  and  sjieeeh, 
liy  tonL;ues  of  lii'e  no  1  on j^'er  crossed, 
Uespcak  the  better    Pentecost. 


I^]l 


To     niK     «l':UVIA.N> 


LH)i) 


TO    THE    SJ^JItrjANS. 


Ilils 


IIKl 


•l.c  ! 


on 
-1 '  'i 

IMIIl, 

elds 

Is. 

OllCC    Sfoiii] 

•"(I, 

k'S. 


Sham.  not.  tlic  sacked  city's  loud  wailing' awaken 
Sonic  spirit  of  fire  out  of"  Ictliar^^v's  ^dooni  ? 

lias  i^lorv  youi'  mountains  fuKivei'  forsaken? 
\'ou'li  lind  her  at  leant  in  the  [)atriot's  tomb. 


I»o  you  feel  not,  heholdin;^  that  perishh'ss  charter 
Which  {guided  the  souls  and  tlie  swords  of  the  hrave 

That  death  is  the  triumph  of  lilxuty's  martyr, 
And  life  is  the  tortui'e  of  tyranny's  slave? 


Who  raise  not  the  warninu  hut  counsel  foi-hearance. 


Thus  either  their  tresaon  or  co^yardic(!  sho 
l>e  last  to  I'ely  upon  slow  interference, 


w 


lie  first  in  the  dash  at  the  throat  of  vour  foe 


li 

eecli, 

e<l. 


No  h)iiuer  your  councils  should  listen  and  tremhle  ; 

No  lon^^er  your  sabres  should  blush  Ayitli  their  rust 
The  standard  unfurl — for  the  conflict  as8end)le, 

\  our  pur[tose  is  sacred  and  heaven  is  juHt  ! 
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FREEDOM. 


FREEDOM. 


RECANTATORY    TO   TEXNYSOX. 


0  THOU  who  early  spiiriied'st  the  thrall 
( >f  many  an  earthy  Asian  god, 

Where  men  wore  trained  to  crouch  and  craw- 
Obedient  to  the  awful  nod. 

All  glory  to  thy  puissant  arm, 

That  drives  from  every  land  and  >shrine 
The  holy  sorcerer's  muttered  charm, 

The  armored  lie  of  right  divine. 

0  tender-spirited  hut  pulsed 

Like  sovereign  nature  everywhere. 

At  times  convulsing  and  convulsed 
To  purify  the  grosser  air. 

Not  lovelier  where  the  ^Egean  wave 
Soft  rippled  to  the  silvern  strand 

Than  where  eight  months  of  winter  rave 
Around  self-governed  Newfoundland  ! 


Thine  eyes  outshine  the  costly  things 
That  spangle  long-descended  crowns, 

To  whicl.  a  ])arbarous  odor  clings 

Of  ravaged  fields  and  pillaged  towns. 


FREEDOM. 
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Tb.y  virgin  soul  that  could  resist 
A  million  niornoniiry  swords 

Can  dissipate,  like  morning  mist, 
A  far  too  ancient  house  of  lords. 

The  furious  fault  was  never  thine 
When  democratic  wrath  uni)ent, 

In  blotting  some  hciraldic  line, 

Has  rashly  marred  thy  just  intent. 


But  thou  dost  accurately  gauge 
The  l)itter  sum  of  blood  and  tears, 

Not  flooded  in  one  hour  of  rage 

But  tiltered  through  a  thousand  years. 

And  when  Harmodius*  drew  the  blade 
Of  vengeance  fr(jm  its  leafy  sheath, 

Thy  touch  that  sprig  of  myrtle  made 

More  lasting  than  our  laureate's  wreath. 


And  thou  wert  i)resent  to  direct 
When,  after  Brutus  bent  the  knee 

And  raised  his  voice  without  efl'cct, 

Stern  Casca,t  cried,  "  Speak,  hands,  for  me ! 


n 


♦  A  Cireek  who  slew  one  of  the  most  powerful  tyrants  of 
Athens,  whose  presence  he  gained  carrying  a  sword  hidden 
in  a  wreath  of  myrtle. 

t  Among  those  who  stabbed  Csesar,  Casca  was  the  first 
to  strike,  uttering  the  words  quoted  above. 


272 


FUEEDOM. 


Say,  whicli  lias  aidi'd  most  thy  n'i^ni, 
The  soUmuu  ('((iincil  or  tlio  crowd  ? 

Uy  that  llic  faithless  Cliarles  was  shiin — 
l>y  tliis  the  l)rainless  .laiuos  was  cowimI.* 

All  ])rows  are  "  furnished  "  that  uiiitef 
Their  own  from  feudal  force  to  wring  ; 

Thou  grantest  none  the  i)atent  riglit 
To  legislate  or  even  sing. 

The  truest  harmony  is  that 

Wliich  wakening  nations  hear  thee  spcMk 
A  summons  to  the  autocrat, 

An  invitation  to  tln^  weak. 

The  rights  the  famished  Chartists  claimed, 
At  Hrst  for])idden  and  ahhorred, 

But  now  in  firm  enactments  framed, 
Shall  long  survive  the  latest  lord. 

For  thou,  whose  footstej)s  near  and  far 
And  fast,  all  human  wrongs  disclose,. 

Shalt  turn  the  tinsel  human  star 

Back  to  the  (hirkness  whence  it  rose 


*  Charles  I  and  James  II  of  F^ngland.      The  ui(»lt  \rtii> 
more  lenient  than  the  high  ccmrt  of  justice. 

t  The  laureate  closes    his   ode    to    Freedom    with   this 
compliment  to  the  reformers  : 

"Men  loud  agtinst  all  forms  of  power. 

Unfurnished  hrows,  tempestuous  tongue?, 
Expecting  all  things  in  an  hour- 
Brass  mouths  and  iron  lungs  !" 


I'itLK-HUNd, 
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FOLK  S(L\(i. 


A   voicK  ill  tlic  wildcriu'ss  sink's  ; 

Tlic  spirit  (»f  fiMMMldin  awakes 
Ami  the  in'asaiit  stands  up  Ix'torc  kings 

Who  arc;  playing  their  very  last  stakes. 

How  firmly  his  nianliooil  aspires  I 
If  his  words  have  u  menacing  sound, 

'Tis  the  (lown-tro(Uh'n  })lo(»d  of  his  sires 

That  is  crying  througli  him  from  the  ground  ! 

The  weird  sluipes  of  fancy  diseased, 

Arc  (putting  that  gliastly  control 
Which  solemnly  did  as  it  pleased 

With  its  hond-servants — hodv  and  suuL 


The  iiKilt  WtiiiN 


idom    witli   this 


The  l)razen-l)rowed  legate  of  wrong, 
Ilis  turn  has  now  come  to  grow  ]>ale, 

For  the  keen  sliafts  of  speech  and  of  song 
Fly  straight  to  the  joints  of  his  mail. 

The  red  star  that  carnage  i)ortends 
Must  soon  from  the  firmament  fall, 

Wliile  hoi)e  to  the  zenith  ascends 
To  shed  its  mild  beams  over  all. 

Faith  finds  a  more  fitting  re[)08c 
In  the  human  and  not  the  divine, 

While  charity  lovelier  glows 

Where  the  ashes  lie  cold  on  the  shrine. 
18 
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A  halo  this  world  never  saw 

Shall  yt't  ^ald  the  forehcail  of  time 

To  ah()lish  tlu^  barbarous  law 
As  well  MS  the  barbarous  criino. 


NEIV    YEARS    ODE. 


Now  glides  the  angel  lloi)e  abreast 
Of  da\'s  })right  courier  speeding  west 

Around  the  earth. 
The  stirring  uiessage  that  he  brings 
Through  every  glittering  zone  lie  flings- 

A  new  year's  birth  ! 

Melts  to  a  ])oint  within  the  past 
The  finished  circle.     On  the  vast 

Unsounded  deep 
That  sj)reads  before,  the  wand  of  dawn 
A  segment  of  the  next  has  drawn 

With  measured  sweep. 


Howe'er  the  mystic  round  shall  fill, 
May  growing  good  o'er  waning  ill 

Throughout  i)revail. 
Pandora,  close  the  casket's  lid. 
With  open  heart  and  hand  we  bid 

'J'he  new  year  liail. 
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The  antliom  tliat  the  swelling  breezo 
Strikes  from  the  ocean's  thunderous  keys 

Floats  forth  sublime, 
Saluting  countries  far  apjirt 
And  rousing  many  a  languid  heart 

To  fuller  tinui. 

What  aspects  strange  of  storm  and  eahn 
From  crystal  i)eak  to  crested  palm 

Now  open  wide, 
Where  ehbs  and  flows,  with  murmuring  surge, 
Mingling  the  dance-song  with  tlie  dirg(», 

The  human  tide  ! 

The  fragile  foam-bells  gleam  and  pass 
Reflecting  in  their  magi(;  glass 

All  transient  tilings — 
The  mustering  cloud,  the  crund^ling  cUtt", 
The  wandering  wave,  the  fleeting  skiff, 

The  flitting  wings. 

O  mimic  worlds  in  miniature  ! 
How  brief  a  season  ye  endure, 

Dr  weak  or  strong  ! 
The  rushing  floods  efface  and  hush 
The  glories  of  the  painted  })rush, 

The  poet's  song. 

Then,  is  there  no  i)errennial  wreath 
For  earnest  striving  ?  Yes,  beneath 

The  reign  of  peace, 
Shall  science,  freedom,  brotherhood, 
The  true,  the  beautiful,  the  good. 

Live  and  increase. 


'I 


1 1 


1 1 


27  G  NIJW     YKAI18     ODK. 

At  tliis  iiiointMitous  stn^v  we  piiiise 
To  uroi't  tli«  Wiiht  tliat  never  was 

(  Ml  laiwl  (»r  sea. 
The  future  thrills  us  with  a  voice 
To  whieli  we  listen  and  rejoice — 

It  soon  shall  he. 

Not  vainly  stood  the  sa^e  to  mark 
What  si^Mials  should  illume  the  dark 

From  midnight  towers. 
What  though  he  saw  no  dayheams  rise, 
The  steady  stjirlight  of  his  eyes 

lias  heaconed  ours. 

Nor  will  we  rest  till  craven  fear 

Be  hanished  from  the  gladdened  sj)here    - 

Till  nature  work 
Her  loveliest  patterns  on  that  sense 
Wiiich  long  was  dimmed  by  shadows  dense 

Where  demons  lurk. 


Oh  that  the  budding  days  might  till 
With  good  alone;  no  blighting  chill, 

No  serpent's  trail 
In  any  bower  or  bosom  hid  ! — 
With  hope  and  faith  renewed,  we  bid 

The  new  year  hail. 


TO     A     KINDLY     CATECHIHT. 
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TO    A    KINDLY   CATEGHIST. 


1  FULLY  and  firmly  believe  that  you  write 

In  the  spirit  of  Christian  kindness, 
lUit  one  who  is  walking  by  faith,  not  sight, 

Should  scarcely  accuse  me  of  blindness. 

I  can  still  stand  erect  without  feeling  the  need 
Of  the  trammels  my  mind  has  ])rt>ke  loose  from  ; 

And  if  ever  I  long  for  a  genuine  creed. 

There  are  ninety -nine  thousand  to  choose  from. 

1  believe  that  a  man  who  makes  mammon  his  friend 

Is  sure  of  a  good  situation. 
Thougli  he  fail  fifty  times,  he  turns  up,  in  the  end, 

Inside  of  a  fine  habitation. 

I  beUevc  if  the  faithful  kecj)  kicking  my  shins, 
I  must  pardon  them  seventy  times  seven  ; 

If  not,  I  might  suddenly  die  in  my  sins 

And  not  meet  the  dear  brethren  in  heaven  ! 


I  believe  in  the  family  circle — in  wife 

And  child-  -I  believe  we  should  rate  them 

Above  all  the  treasures  we  own  in  tliis  life  ; 
I  believe  it  is  wicked  to  hate  them. 
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TO     A     XINDLV     (  ATKCIilST. 


So  tljcn,  I  possiv^s  a  most  positive  (tnM'd 

One  nicely  adapted  f(H'  ^'iviii^ 
Some  part  of  the  ^(>i\\y  contentment  1  need 

When  rancor  (h'ni(!s  me  a  living. 

And,  not  heing  a  Turk,  I  can  hear  near  tlie  tlironc 
As  many  as  prove  themselves  l>r«)thers  ; 

]5nt  r  liav(;  too  much  conscience  just  now  of  invown 
To  ho  ruled  ]>y  the  conscience  of  others. 

Not  fur  can  the  v<>ice  of  mv  ln'resv  loacli, 

Honniied  in  like  tlie  liero  (i()r<U)n, 
Oii  the  west  hv  the  ])illows  of  Puhnico  he.ich — 

On  tlie  east  hy  the  swellings  of  Jordan. 


While  others,  warmed  up  hy  the  orthodox  fires, 
And  hy  hatrcMl's  sharj)  winter  unhitten. 

Possess  the  whole  land,  from  the  Island  of  P»riars 
To  our  Ultima  Tliule — Cajie  Hreton. 


Yon  vsay  that  my  doctrine  with  men  might  i)rcv;iil 
Had  it  future  rewards  to  heguilo  'em. 

Dear  soul,  I  am  striving  to  pull  down  a  jail. 
And  not  to  erec^t  an  asylum  ! 


i  need 


pn-t\w  tlirono 
I'tlifii's  ; 


loacJi, 


>r(lan. 


'odox  /ires, 
itten, 

"hI  of  Jiriiirs 
n. 


'ijglit  }»ivvaiJ 
ti. 

a  jail, 


TO     HON.     W.     S.     FIEKDINd. 


TO    HON.     W.    S.    FIELDING. 
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PHKMIKU    OK    NOVA    HCOTIA. 


FiEi.niNci,  a  grateful  land  ha.s  viewed 
A  chief  with  jiatriot  zeal  imhiied 
IMaee  iiu))li(*  good  o'er  party  feud, 

Till  head  and  shoulders, 
He  towers  ahove  the  multitude 

( )f  olHee-holders. 

Not  with  the  jjolitieian's  taet 

Of  specious  word  and  spurious  act, 

Hut  with  fidelity  and  fact 

Uniting  all, 
The  honest  leader  huilds  compact 

The  Spartan  wall. 

When  rights  that  chartered  states  endow 
Are  used  to  deck  some  harrcn  hrow, 
There  falls  the  mantle  of  a  Howe, 

Who  fought  to  gain  them, 
On  one  who  not  less  nohly  now 

Dares  to  maintain  them. 

Our  countrv  necnls  such  men  to  save 

Her  honor  from  an  early  grave, 

Her  substance  from  some  grasping  knave- 
Some  Jacol)  dressing 

Tn  pilfered  furs*,  that  he  may  crave 
Her  blindfold  blessing. 


*  The  allusion  here  is  not  to  Bremner's  furs,  but  to  the 
kidskins  by  means  of  which  the  purblind  patriarch  Mas 
shamefully  deceived. — See  Genesis  xxvii,  16-22. 
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Vours  1m»  tln'  mission  to  iinpoicli 

And  iiitcnlict  tlm  clin^Mng  Icacli. 

Though  sight  ami  toucli  should  fiiil  to  teach 

What  lio  has  cost  her, 
Slio'll  know  thr  diflrn'ucr  in  the  spcccli 

And  spurn  the  impostor. 


TO   (HIVE  SrUHEINEH,   ('APETOWN,   AFIW'A. 


i.^  •' 


AUTIKUl    OK    "  TIIK    STollV    OF    AN   AKIUCAN    KAHM. 


Cape  Sid)h^  joins  h.inds  witli  tho  C-iipc'  of  Hope, 
Though  oi'cnn,  (h'stM't  and  tlic  torrid  linu 
All  intorjiosi'  ;  they  sliall  no  mort'  conHm; 
Ktcrnal  tli<)Uglit,  free-winged  for  houndh'ss  sL'ojje. 

l)Ut  Hrst,  \'i\n-.  Wald(»,  it  must  cry  and  grope. 
That  period  is  })ast  witli  yours  and  mine  ; 
For  they  liave  found,  l)efore  their  day's  de(*hne, 
Tile  wiiitf  phime  wafted  from  the  azurt;  cope. 

But  ther»!  was  ihirkness  over  all  our  land  ; 
We  felt  the  trijth^  agony  that  rent 
The  inner  sanctuary's  veil  in  twain  : 


The  world  still  rolls  in  dim  and  dizzy  i)ain — 
Make  then  yon  kopje"*^  and  this  ridge  of  sand 
An  <  )livet  for  each  dark  continent. 


*  Kopje,  a  little  hill,  a  name  used  on  the  Karroo,  in  South 
Africa. 


TO    A    KHIBNh. 


2HI 


\ 


TO    A    yUlKNlX 


ON    HIS    UBgUEHT    THAT    I    SllOUM)  WHITE    A    HATIKK. 


OiVN^    AFRICA, 


FRICAN    FAitM. 


No,  tliouf^'h  tli(^  mamuMs  of  our  tiiiiu 

Fiistor  for  lack  of  caiiHtic  rhyino — 

That  oUl  licroi<M)|KM'ation 

Which  often  saved  a  ^'anj^rened  nation, 

Even  when  the  torpor  overcame 

All  hut  a  linj,'erin<^'  sense  of  slianie-- 

1  have  no  nuniluM's  at  connnand 

To  stay  corru})tion's  niastei-hand. 


KiiiToo,  in  South 


My  youthful  zeal  hegins  to  tire. 
Alas  !  the  former  iVragian  Hre 
Of  wrath  and  love,  of  scorn  and  pride 
Has  into  dust  and  ashes  died  ! 
'Twould  take,  indeed,  a  giant  wrong 
To  ch.dlenge  one  satiric  song. 

Let  factious  pens  distil  their  gall, 
Let  slanderer  hlal)  and  higot  liawl, 
Let  dire  anathemas  he  hurled 
In  sonu'  ])oor  hierarch's  i>igmy  world,- 
Bevond  the  curtain  and  the  pall 
I've  seen  the  nothingness  of  all  ! 
Though  c(mscious  of  the  fact,  alas  ! 
That  vice  perva(U>s  tl>e  general  mass, 
Tliat  theft  jiervails  in  every  rank 
And  honestv  alone  is  lank, 
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THE     NEW     DRAMA. 


I  view  with  (|iute  indifferent  gaze 
The  acts  and  scenes  of  all  their  l>lays 
Tragic  or  comic,  which,  when  through, 
The  gods  forgive — I'm  sure  1  do  ! 

My  vanity  it  would  not  please. 
Though  I,  (incased  in  affluent  ease. 
Should  reign  as  goodly  and  as  great 
Among  the  thriving  third  estate 
As  Ward  McAllister,  who  rules 
The  u[)per  world  of  Gotham  fools  ! 


THE    NEW    DRAMA. 


The  stage  that  we  tread  is  not  doomed  to  destrnction 
If  tyrants  and  terrors  are  rendered  less  strong. 

All  i)rogress  has  heen  hut  the  steady  reduction 
Uf  sanctified  fraud  an<l  of  legalised  wrong. 

King  down  on  the  drama  of  priests  and  apo-tle?^ 
That  had  such  a  run  on  anti(iuity's  stage. 

jn  the  daylight  oi  reason  they  shine  hut  as  fossils 
Set  fast  in  the  petrified  soul  of  their  age  ! 

Ring  down  on  the  third  act  of  wealth  and  of  laixtr, 
A  tragedy  mixed  with  a  heavy  hurles([ue, 

AVhere  a  man  so  complacently  sits  on  his  neig]ilK)r 
In  seating  himself  at  a  millionaire's  desk. 

The  footlights  are  glowing  ;  then  ring  Ujjthe  cnrtaiii 
The  orchestra  hrays  not  with  trum})et  or  drum. 

The  actors  are  born  to  their  parts,  and  are  ctntain 
Of  brilliant  successes  for  ages  to  come  ! 


AD    POPULUM. 
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AD   POPULUM. 


h1  to  (lestrm-tioii 


and  of  laltor. 


Heu  pletas,  heu  prisoa  fidea ! 

This  age  has  cast  behiiul  its  back 

The  gibbet,  tliumbscrew,  stake  and  rack. 

We  worship  now  the  well-i)aid  hack 

And  not  the  martyr. 
Still,  some  important  things  we  lack 

To  freedom's  charter. 

The  masses  must  in  freedom  dwell; 
Let  them  be  free  to  buy  and  sell, 
To  send  a  dei)uty  to  tell 

Their  wishes  out, 
And  send  the  other  man  to — well, 

The  right  about ! 

The  legislature  must  desist 
From  pampering  the  monopolist, 
That  government  may  get  more  grist 

Brought  to  its  mill, 
And  plunge  its  own  nefarious  fist 

Deep  in  the  till. 

Let  no  one  lull  your  wits  to  sleep 

Or  tempt  you  with  the  glittering  heap  ; 

For  oh  !  he  buys  your  manhood  chea]) 

Although  he  otters 
All  that  a  spendthrift  land  can  keep 

Within  its  cotters  ! 


284  STANZAS     TO     MAllY. 

When  fiictions  for  their  favorites  fi^'ht, 
While  honor's  eiinse  is  lost  from  sight, 
While  round  you  storms  of  party  spite 

Rave,  roar  and  hiss, 
Then  fling  your  banners  to  the  light 

Inscribed  like  this  : 

King,  congress,  council,  cabinet 
Are  for  the  people's  welfare  set. 
Their  tenure  is  the  trust  vou  let, 

And  not  their  dower  ; 
Tlien,  never  let  those  men  forget 

You  are  the  jwwer. 


STANZAS    TO    MABY. 


Am.  — Einsani  biri  ich,  nicht  alleine. 

1  AM  not  alone,  though  lonely, 
For  there  rises  on  my  view 

Thy  dear  form,  the  tirst  and  only 
Treasure  that  mv  life  e'er  knew. 

When  upon  the  past  I  i)onder. 
When  I  think  on  davs  to  be. 

Fated  far  from  thee  to  wander. 
Still  my  heart  abides  with  thee. 

Cruel  time  my  ho|)es  has  shaken 
Like  the  autumn  leaviis  that  fall, 

But  the  spring-time  joys  awaken 
When  thv  kindness  I  recall. 


THE    minstrel's     (iOOD    NIGHT. 

Though  no  more  the  notes  of  ghubiess 
Speak  the  lover's  heavenly  Han-  . 

Yet  1  liush  the  voice  of  sadness 
With  the  music  of  thy  name. 

Every  load  of  eare  I  lighten, 

Every  grief  1  win  heguile, 
Every  shadow  I  can  brighten 

With  the  mem'ry  of  thy  smile. 

Beaming  through  the  darkened  distance, 
Like  the  orb  that  lights  the  pole, 

Still  the  lode-star  of  existence 

Cheers  and  guides  my  erring  soul. 
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THE   MINSTREVS   GOOD    NIGHT. 


Ich  singe  wie  der  Vogel  singt 

Der  in  den  Zvveieen  wohnet.— Croet/ie. 

Good  night  to  all.     The  shadows  o'er  the  lea 
Are  stretched  like  fallen  turrets,  gray  and  long ; 

A  lambent  gleam  still  trembles  on  the  sea 
That  haunts  me  with  an  overpowernig  song 
Deeper  than  music  of  the  gay-plumed  throng, 

To  which  I  listened  by  the  morning's  gate 

And  tried  to  give  response.     If  that  was  wrong, 

Here  only  for  your  pardon  do  1  wait 

Ere  I  retire  alone,  but  not  all  desolate. 

Affection  for  my  country  and  my  kind. 
Unnoticed  though  it  be,  encheers  me  stdl ; 

And  I  have  striven  with  an  eager  mind 
The  promise  of  my  childhood  to  fulfil 
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THE     MINSTRELS     (JOOI)     NICJIIT. 


But  as  steep  rocks  may  turn  aside  tlie  rill 
And  wast(»  its  virtue  in  tlie  arid  sand, 

So  sternest  liindrances  l)eset  my  will, 
And  most  it  grilles  me  that  my  native  land 
Reaps  nothing  from  my  thought,  and  little  by  my  Imiid. 

To  sing  her  praises  was  the  wish  I  nursed. 

The  highest  boon,  I  tleemed,  that  man  eould  ask, 
While  fancy  with  the  future  age  conversed. 

And  heard  its  voice  enjoin  the  glorious  task. 

How  little  cared  I  then  who  sought  to  bask 
In  fortune's  sunshine,  rusting  at  his  ease, 

Or  who  jmton  dissimulation's  mask 
That  trivial  power  he  might  the  better  seize  ; — 
Thank  (rod,  1  have  no  place  among  such  men  as  tlieso! 

'Twas  well  that,  in  a  lot  so  lowly  cast. 

The  native  impulse  was  too  strong  and  warm, 

To  be  out-voiced  by  every  savage  ))last, 
Or  deadened  into  coldness  bv  the  storm, 
Or  warped  by  tyrant  custom  to  conform 

To  modes  that  set  their  deep-indented  stamp 
On  everything  pertaining  to  the  swarm. 

And  all  the  nobler  powers  so  straitly  cram}) 

That  palsied  reason  scarce  can  trim  her  flickering  lamp. 


Nor  could  the  unquiet  mind  forever  keep 
Within  their  narrow  intellectual  girth, 

Whose  tricks  might  sometimes  make  the  angels  weep, 
And  sometimes  move  a  Benedictine's  mirth  ! 
A  wider  heritage  was  mine  by  birth  : 


THE     MINSTUEi;s     GOOD    NKJIIT. 
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ch  men  as  tlieso ; 


I  proudly  cull  tho  English  tongue  my  own, 
And  even  to  this  noteless  spot  of  earth, 
Lik((  richly-freight(Ml  ships  from  every  zone, 
It  lirings  the  rarest  gems  the  world  has  ever  known. 

And  sweet  is  th(>  reward  of  moments  spent 

In  meditating  rural  loves  and  joys  ; 
For  this,  the  eourtly  Roman  was  content 

To  string  his  polished  lyre  for  girls  and  boys. 

To  one  who  thus  his  guileless  thought  em|>loys 
Are  shown  the  treasures  of  the  richest  tlieme  ; 

If  graven  images  and  gilded  t(»ys 
Are  things  he  cannot  worshij)  or  esteem, 
His  love  is  not  confined  to  creati;res  of  a  dream  ! 

This  har}),  to  every  various  feeling  true, 

Has  often  in  some  lone,  obscure  retreat. 
Been  wet  with  tears,  but  tears  are  heavenly  dew. 

Benignant  showers  for  ardent  bosoms  meet ; 

Else  would  the  young  aiiections,  opening  sweet, 
AVith  dust  of  daily  life  become  impure  ; 

Or  passion's  rays  would  kiss  them  into  heat, 
Then,  like  unsheltered  flowers,  they  would  be  sure 
To  wither  ere  their  prime,  to  die  and  not  mature. 

All  earth  is  tuneful,  when  the  infant  leaves 

First  whisper  to  the  idle  breeze's  play. 
Yet  scarce  less  joyous  when  her  lap  receives 

The  golden  tribute  of  an  autumn  day. 

The  highest  instinct  that  our  lives  obey 
Points  forward — never  to  a  darkened  close  ; 

Nor  would  it  help  us  on  the  destined  way, 
If,  in  the  soft  allurement  of  repose 
The  desert  that  we  tread  should  blossom  like  the  rose. 


■  '■. 


•' 
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THE     iMINSTRELS    GOOD     NIGHT. 


Hencoforward  I  must  linger  not  nor  ))aus(*, 
As  I  lijive  (lono  amid  the  thibious  waste, 

In  futile  (luestioning  of  all  that  was, 

Or  is,  or  shall  b(» ;  nor  w^itli  too  much  haste 
Explore  what  little  yet  remains  untraeed, 

AVhich  would  avail  me  nothing  to  foreknow. 
Enough  for  me,  at  intervals,  to  taste 

The  hidden  sj»rings,  and  own  its  qui(;kening  flow 

Replenished   from   the  eloud  that   seemed   sureli;ir<,n^(l 
with  woe. 


Thus  in  no  drearv  mood  I  hid  wod  ni«dit. 

A  lil)eral  ])atroness  has  nature  been 
In  furnishing,  if  only  for  delight, 

The  sources  whence  some  scanty  truths  I  glean  ; 

Not  in  the  halls  where  learned  men  convene. 
But  bv  the  wave  and  in  the  cloistered  wood, 

Where,  muffled  in  their  cloaks  of  sombre  green, 
Are  ranked  the  aged  trees — the  brotherhood 
On  whom  the  Holiest  looked  and  sa\v  that  it  wa^^  good. 


) 


I  still  the  chords,  and  on  the  Acadian  birch 

Suspend  my  harp.     Perchance  the  airy  note 
Of  some  kind  cherub  on  his  earthlv  search 

Shall  make  diviner  spell  around  it  float ; 

If  this  should  be,  the  day  is  not  remote 
When  I  shall  take  it  from  its  silent  rest 

And  all  its  powers  with  steadier  touch  devote 
To  the  {)rime  motive  of  the  ]jatriot's  breast 
And  its  achievements  high,  by  which  the  race  is  blest. 
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